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Johnny Nightmare 


by Paul S. McCoy 


Characters 
JOHNNY WELLS, fourteen 
Susan WELLS, his sister, sixteen 
Mrs. WELLS, their mother 


Dave Ciayton, Susan’s boy friend 

Epira Hawkins, a television program 
director 

BELINDA 

CARL 


Time: A Saturday morning. 

Serrina: The living room of the Wells 
home. 

At Rise: JoHNNY rushes into the room, 
carrying a portable typewriter, which 
he places on a table near center. On 
the table is a typed manuscript. <A 
few pages of paper are scattered on 
the floor. JoHNNY stts at the table 
and rolls a page of paper into the 
typewriter. Deep in concentration, 
he picks up, from a bowl on the table, 
a dill pickle in one hand and an apple 
in the other. He leans back in the 
chair, thinking. Then an idea strikes 
him, and he tosses the pickle and 


apple into the bowl, and begins to type 
excitedly with two fingers. Then he 
pauses, looks around the room. He 
sees the paper on the floor, crawls 
under the table, and begins to pick 
up the paper. Mrs. WELLS enters, 
carrying a bag of groceries. 

Mrs. Wetus (Startled): Johnny! 
Johnny Wells! 

JOHNNY: Hi ya, Mom. 

Mrs. Wetus: What on earth are you 
doing under that table? 

JOHNNY: Picking up my typing paper. 
What do you think I’m doing — 
looking for uranium? 

Mrs. Wetis: Get up this minute. 
(She places groceries on table, left. 
JOHNNY picks up final sheet of paper.) 
Johnny, I asked you to get up. 

JOHNNY (Crawls from under table. 
Sourly): And you're always telling 
sis and me to keep the living room 
orderly. (He rises.) 

Mrs. Wetts: I’m also telling you, 
young man, that I don’t approve of 





your using this room as a literary 
workshop. There’s plenty of space 
in the sunroom. 
JOHNNY: Mom, when a man’s creating 
a prize-winning television script, he 
mentally and 


has to expand — 
physically. 

Mrs. WELLS (Quietly): Johnny, I want 
to talk to you. (She indicates chair.) 
Sit down — over there. 

Jounny: Mom, this is already Satur- 
day morning. I have to finish this 
script. 

Mrs. WELLS (Firmly): Sit down! 

JOHNNY: Okay, okay. (He sits.) 

Mrs. We tts: Now I know all about 
this script-writing contest. I’m quite 
in favor of it. Our local television 
station should be congratulated for 
offering school students an oppor- 
tunity to submit scripts. 

JOHNNY: The station will televise the 
winning play. 

Mrs. WELLs: Yes, I know. I’m glad 
you were interested enough to want 
to enter. 

JoHnny: Mom, I’m writing a script 
that'll melt every picture tube in 
the state. 

Mrs. WELLS: That’s enough, Johnny. 
Now, I’m perfectly willing to have 
you submit a script. I’ve always 
argued that young people should 
express themselves. (Significantly) 
Johnny, you mustn’t be disappointed 
if you don’t win. 

JoHNNY: Mom, I have to win! It’s 
the only way I can make a name for 
myself. If I don’t do something out- 
standing before the school term ends, 
Uncle Ben won’t give me a free 
vacation this summer. 

Mrs. Weis: Your Uncle Ben wants 


you to be as well-known in school 
as your sister. But when he made 
you that offer, I’m certain he didn’t 
expect you to write a television 
script. 

JoHNNY (Grins): He’ll be surprised 
when he sees my play on TV, won’t 
he? 

Mrs. Weuts (Dryly): Not only sur- 
prised — but stunned. (She notices 
dish of apples and dill pickles.) 
Johnny, you’ve been eating again! 

JOHNNY: Huh? 

Mrs. WEtxs (Points at dish): Apples 
and dill pickles! 

JOHNNY: When a man’s writing for 
television, he has to have something 
in his stomach. 

Mrs. WELLS (Sighs): Wouldn’t you 
just as soon nibble on a stick of 
dynamite? I’m sure it would be safer. 

JOHNNY (Rises): Mom, you don’t take 
my efforts seriously. 

Mrs. We tts: I’m trying to, Johnny. 
I’m trying to. 

JoHNNY: I even got the contest rules 
from Miss Hawkins herself. 

Mrs. We tts (Turns): Who’s she? 

JouNnNy: Edith Hawkins? She’s pro- 
gram director at the station. (Beams) 
What would you think if my script 
was awarded first place? 

Mrs. WEL Ls: I'd think something was 
wrong with the judges. 

Jounny (Hurt): You haven’t any con- 
fidence in my ability. 

Mrs. WeEtts: Johnny, if you realized 
how your sister feels about this — 

JOHNNY: Sis? 

Mrs. WELLs: Susan is a leader in high 
school. She doesn’t want you to 
embarrass her with this creative 
spree of yours. 





JOHNNY: Mom, there’s never been a 
script quite like mine. 

Mrs. WE tis: That’s exactly what 
Susan’s afraid of. (Susan WELLS 


enters. She carries a vacuum cleaner.) 
I didn’t know you 


Susan: Mother! 
were home. 
Mrs. WELLS: I just got back, Susan. 
Susan: Shall I clean this room next? 
JOHNNY (Loudly): You stay out of 

here! 

Susan (Disgusted): Mother, are you 
going to let that juvenile delinquent 
simply run this house? 

Jounny: I’m no delinquent! 
genius — practically. 

Mrs. Wetts: I’ve been talking to 
your brother, Susan. 

Susan (Grimly): You might as well 
talk to the pyramids of Egypt. 

Jounny: Sis, did you read my script 
— as much as I’ve written? 

Susan: I have. I shudder when I 
think of it. 

JoHNNY: Sis let Dave Clayton see it, 
too. 

Susan: If you’d like to know what 
Dave said — 

JoHNNY (Sourly): Dave would say 
whatever you wanted him to say. 
You two are so lovey-dovey, it gives 
me a pain in my dentures. 

Mrs. Wetts: That’s enough, Johnny. 

Susan (7'o Mrs. Weuuis): Mother, if 
you could hear what that moron 
has written — 

JOHNNY: She hasn’t heard what I’ve 
created since yesterday. Neither of 
you have. 

Susan: Really? (Dryly.) Then I 
wonder how I lived through the 
night. 


JoHnny: Don’t you want to know 


I’m a 


what’s happening to my two lead- 
ing characters, Carl and Belinda? 
(Mrs. WELLS sighs resignedly.) 

Susan: We do not! 

Jounny: Keep out of my hair. I 
don’t write for children. Now, Mom, 
get ready! (JouNNy picks up manu- 
script.) Today you’re headed for 
another dramatic jolt. 

Susan: One more of your brainless 
jolts and I’ll scream. 

Mrs. WELLs: Susan! 

JoHNNY (Proudly): Now, at the be- 
ginning an international spy is oper- 
ating in the United States. 

Mrs. WELLs: Yes, I recall. 

JoHNNY: A fearless and clever agent 
by the name of Carl is ordered to 
find the dete :table individual who’s 
endangering the safety of our great 
country. 

Susan: At which time we all stand up 
and sing the national anthem. 

JoHNNY: Mom, if you don’t make her 
stop — 

Mrs. WELLS: Be quiet, Susan. 

Jounny: So Carl starts tracking down 
this character. He sets a trap. 
(Breaks off) Guess I read you that 
part, Mom. 

Mrs. Wetts: You did. 

JouNNY: Then all at once he’s face to 
face with the guilty party. But 
here’s the payoff — the spy proves 
to be Belinda, Carl’s own wife. 
(Beams) That’s as far as we got 
yesterday. 

Susan (Jumps up): I’m not going any 
farther! Stop him, Mother. 

Jounny: I refuse to be stopped. I'll 
push and push and push — 

Mrs. Wetts (Rises): That’s a good 
idea, Johnny. The grass in the back 





yard hasn’t been cut for a week. 
You can spend the rest of the after- 
noon pushing the lawnmower. 

Susan (Applauds): Bravo! That’s 
what I call a wonderful ending. 

JoHNNY (Jo Mrs. WELLS): 
Mom — 

Mrs. WELLS: You'll find the mower on 
the back porch. 

Jonnny: Gee whiz! _ 

Mrs. WELLs: Start moving, Johnny. 

Susan: And pushing. 

Jounny: I don’t see why I have to do 
this. 

Mrs. WELLS (Firmly): Johnny! 

Jounny: All right, if that’s all you 
care about your son. When I’m 
awarded first prize, don’t anybody 
come crawling to me for my auto- 
graph! (He exits.) 

Susan: Mother, you simply have to 


But, 


do something with him. If Johnny 
enters that horrible script in the 
contest, he’ll ruin me. 

Mrs. WeEtts: Now, Susan — 

Susan: I’m a candidate for queen of 


the school annual. 
picks up grocery bag.) 
Mrs. WELLs: Yes, dear — I know. 
Susan: Each script that’s entered will 
first be presented in our assembly. 
Can’t you just see that awful Carl 
and Belinda affair spread out all 
over the stage in a trial production? 
Even the authors are to be intro- 
duced. There I’ll be in the audience 
— Johnny’s sister — with every- 
body staring and snickering at me. 
Mother, I’d simply die of humilia- 
tion. 
Mrs. We 1s: I don’t believe I’ve ever 
heard of humiliation being fatal. 
Susan: Mother, this isn’t like you. If 


(Mrs. WELLS 


you’d just put your foot down and 
tear up that manuscript — 

Mrs. WELLS: Susan, listen to me. I’ve 
always encouraged you and Johnny 
to express yourselves. 

Susan: Johnny’ll do more than express 
himself. He'll wreck the nation! 

Mrs. Weis: As a parent, it’s my 
duty to keep my offspring out of 
evil activities. I’m certain that 
writing for a television contest isn’t 
one of them. (Mrs. WELLS, carrying 
groceries, exits. SUSAN sighs hope- 
lessly. She picks up a page of script, 
gazes at it sourly, then drops it on 
table. She picks up vacuum cleaner 
and exits. The doorbell rings. SUSAN 
enters without vacuum. She opens 
door. Epira HAWKINS enters.) 

Epitx (Gushing): Good morning, good 
morning! Wonderful sunshine — 
wonderful breeze — wonderful day. 
Oh, you’re not Johnny Wells. 
(Smiles) You must be his sister. 
I’m Miss Hawkins, Miss Edith 
Eudora Hawkins, program director 
for the television station. We’re 
channel six, “televising from the 
tower with the flashing lights; proved 
by impartial surveys to be the choice 
of the masses, for all lads and 
lasses.”” (She breaks off, looks around 
the room.) Where is he? 

Susan: Who? 

Evita: Johnny Wells, that budding 
author, that creative giant, that in- 
tellectual dynamo. 

Susan: The intellectual dynamo is in 
the back yard — mowing the lawn. 

Evita: Mowing? Oh, dear! (Beams) 
But we all need physical exercise. 
I do myself. That’s why I flit from 
hither to yon. (She looks at table.) 





So this is where he writes! I know 
you’re proud of him. 

Susan: “Proud” is not the word, Miss 
Hawkins. 

Epiru: I suppose he has whispered to 
you that he plans to enter a script 
in our television contest? 

Susan: Whispered? Like a boiler ex- 
ploding. 

Epirx: Johnny is enthusiastic, isn’t 
he? He even dashed to our studio, 
just to get the contest rules. He 
isn’t at all shy. 

Susan: That, Miss Hawkins, is one of 
the understatements of the year. 


EpirH: On this glorious morning, I’m 
just plunging around, checking up 
on our possible contestants. We 
want to be certain we have a wide 
variety of scripts. (Smiles.) We'll 
give the high school assembly extra 
publicity on channel six. Simply 
everybody will be there. At the 
conclusion of Johnny’s play, he of 
course will be introduced from the 
stage. (Dramatically) After waves 
of applause for Johnny, the audience 
will then turn to you. Your purple 
moment! 

Susan: Purple? Black! 
rings. ) 

Epitu: Someone at the door? My 
goodness, could that be our Johnny? 

Susan: It could not. When Johnny 
enters, the roof falls in. (SusAN 
opens door. Dave CLAYTON enters, 
leaving door open.) 

Dave: Greetings, beautiful. 

Susan: Dave! 


Dave: I just dropped by to — (He 
breaks off as he sees Epiru.) Oh! 


Susan: Dave, I want you to meet Miss 


(The doorbell 


Edith Hawkins. This is Dave 


Clayton. 

Epiru (Beams): I’m simply overcome! 

Dave: So am I. 

Epitu: Of course, you’re entering a 
script? 

Dave: Script? 

Susan (7'o Dave): Miss Hawkins is 
program director at the television 
studio. 

Epiru (70 Dave): Channel six. I’m 
simply in a whirl this morning, 
checking on the potential entries. 
I do hope you’re bursting with 
scripts. 

Dave: I don’t even have a split seam. 

EpirH: Johnny Wells is entering, you 
know. 

Dave: Are you certain Johnny Wells 
will have a script in the contest? 
Epiru: Why, of course. He even leaped 
over to our studio, just to get the 

contest rules. 

Dave: I wouldn’t be too sure, Miss 
Hawkins. (SuSAN appears puzzled.) 
Johnny is a rather peculiar person. 

Epiru: Peculiar? 

Dave (Nods): A genius one moment — 
mad as a hatter the next. 

Susan: Dave! 

Epira: My goodness, he is? 

Dave (To Eprrn): The boy has hal- 
lucinations at times. (Smiles) But 
he’s usually quite harmless. You’ve 
never had to place him in an insti- 
tution, have you, Susan? 

Susan (With a gasp): Institution? 

Epira (Alarmed): You mean, he’s — 
(She jumps up.) Really, I must dash 
along. Tell your brother I’ll return 
when he has completed — er — 
digging the cistern or whatever he’s 
doing in the back yard. (She moves 





to center. She notices dish containing 
apples and pickles.) My goodness! 

Susan (7'o Eprrx): What’s the matter, 
Miss Hawkins? 

Epitx (Points at dish): This dish — 
apples and pickles! 

Dave: That’s right — apples and dill 
pickles. Johnny’s favorite combina- 
tion. (Eprtn’s increasing alarm is 
evident.) 

Epira: He eats them at different 
meals? 

Dave (Heartily): Oh, no! He takes a 
big bite of apple, then he washes it 
down with a juicy hunk of dill 
pickle. (Eprrs takes a final look at the 
apples and pickles. She exits quickly. 
DavE breaks into a loud laugh.) 

Susan: Dave, you shouldn’t have 
talked to her like that. She thinks 
Johnny is crazy. 

Dave (Chuckles): Did you watch the 
old girl? Her eyebrows almost fell off. 

Susan: She’s scared. She shot out of 
here like a Roman candle on the 
loose. 

Dave: That was the idea. I didn’t 
care to have her meet my friends. 

Susan: Your friends? 

Dave (Nods): On the front porch. 

Susan: What are you talking about? 

Dave (Steps to Susan): Listen Susan, 
you want Johnny out of that contest, 
don’t you? 

Susan: Of course I do. Yesterday 
when you read his script, you agreed 
with me. 

Dave: I still do. 
worked out a plan. 

Susan: A plan? 

Dave (Nods): A plan which I hope 
will end Johnny’s literary ambitions. 
Johnny won’t embarrass you at 


That’s why I’ve 


6 


school, Susan — because Johnny’s 
script won’t be produced. 

Susan: Dave, I don’t understand. 
(DAVE turns from SuSAN, moves up- 
stage.) 

Dave (Calls off-stage): Come on in. 
(BELINDA and Cart appear. They 
hesitate, then step into room. SuSAN 
is amazed.) 

Car: Who was the tornado that just 
spun out of here? 

Dave (Grins): That was the pride of 
channel six — Edith Hawkins. 

BELINDA (Surprised): Edith Hawkins? 
Why, I know that woman. 

Dave: Did she recognize you? 

Betinpa: No — 

Dave: Good! Come on, meet Susan. 
Susan, this is Helen and Jack. They 
do commercials for channel six. 
Miss Hawkins doesn’t know I’ve 
hired them. 

Susan: Hired them? 

Dave (Nods): Helen and Jack are 
going to help us out. 

Betinpa: We've heard about you, 
Susan. 

Car: And your brother. 

Susan: Dave, what’s the meaning of 
this? 

Dave: You told me you wanted 
Johnny out of the contest. I agreed 
— after I’d read his script. 

BELINDA: We read the script, too. 

Caru (7'o Susan): So we consented to 
play the roles of his leading char- 
acters. 

Susan: His characters? 

Car (Nods): Belinda and Carl. 

Susan: Belinda and Carl? 

Be.LinDA: So we’re here to put on a 
performance, just for your brother’s 
benefit. 





Susan: You mean you're going to pose 
as Belinda and Carl? 

Beuinpa (7'o Susan): Dave worked it 
all out for us. 

Susan: I never heard of such a thing! 


Dave: Neither has Johnny — we hope. 


Car: Dave has even written our lines. 
They’ re terrific. 

Beuinpa: After your brother sees his 
characters come to life, I’m guessing 
he’ll abandon his script. 

Car: Johnny’ll take one look and 
think he’s going crazy. 

Dave: Miss Hawkins already thinks it. 
(To Car) Now, you and Helen hide 
in the sunroom until Johnny shows 
up. (He indicates door right.) As 
soon as Johnny gets settled down 
to his seript, you can go into your 
act. (CARL nods, moves right.) 

Be.inpDA: Leave it to us. We'll make 
an entrance at the proper time. 

Dave: You’ve no objection, Susan? 

Susan: I suppose not. What am I 
to do? 

Cari (70 Susan): Dave will explain. 
Just follow his instructions. (CARL 
grins at BeLInpDA. BELINDA nods 
knowingly. Betinpa and Caru exit 
right.) 

Susan: Dave, do you mean you’ve 
honestly hired them to frighten 
Johnny? 

Dave: He’s sure to have a reaction. 

Susan: I’m already having one. 
(JOHNNY dashes into room from left.) 

Jounny (Loudly): Scram, everybody 
— scram! Out of my studio, one 
and all! (He sits before typewriter.) 
Make way for genius! 

Susan: Johnny, stop it! 
even speak to Dave. 


You didn’t 


JouNnNy (As he snatches up sheet of 
paper and rolls it into machine): Yes, 
I did. I said “scram.” 

Dave: We mustn’t bother him, Susan. 

Jounny: I have to finish this script 
today. You can see it next week — 
when it’s presented at assembly. 
After it’s awarded first place, [’ll 
give you free tickets to the telecast. 

Dave: Fair enough! Don’t you think 
so, Susan? (Mrs. WELLS enters. She 
carries a pan of rolls, covered with a 
napkin. ) 

Mrs. Wetts: Dave! How are you? 

Dave: Good morning, Mrs. Wells. 

JoHNNY: Just what is this place — 
Grand Central Station? 

Mrs. Wetus: Johnny, be quiet. I’m 
taking a pan of rolls to the Browns 
next door. 

Jounny: Thank goodness, somebody's 
getting out of here. 

Mrs. We tts: That’s enough, Johnny. 
By the way, young man, I’ve just 
inspected the back yard. It looks 
as if a bulldozer had gone beserk 
over the grass. 

JoHNNY: I was in a hurry, Mom. If 
I don’t finish this script today, I 
can’t meet the deadline. 

Dave: We don’t want anything to 
hinder the completion of your mas- 
terpiece, Johnny. 

Jounny (Proudly): Mom, did you hear 
what Dave said? He’s read only part 
of my script and already he thinks 
it’s a masterpiece. What do you 
think of that? 

Mrs. Wetts: If I dared even think, 
I'd probably have a nervous break- 
down. (She exits.) 

Jounny: Will you characters kindly 
get out of here? How do you expect 





me to concentrate with all this 
yap-yap? 

Dave: Come along, Susan. (He moves 
to door.) 

Susan: But Dave — 

JoHNnny: You heard what your dream 
prince said. Go on — vanish like an 
Indian. (Susan and Dave exit. Deep 
in thought, JoHNNY picks up an apple, 
takes a bite, and replaces apple in 
dish. He reaches for a pickle, but 
before he can take a bite, BELINDA 
and Cart enter. JOHNNY looks up, 
startled.) 

Cart (To JoHNNy): Good morning, 
sir. (JOHNNY replaces pickle in dish.) 

JOHNNY: Who are you? What are you 
doing in here? This is my studio. 


If you want to see Mom or sis — 
Car: We wish to see you, sir. 
BELINDA: He’s Johnny Wells, all right. 

I’ve heard he sizzles everytime any- 


body walks in. 

Jounny: Certainly I’m Johnny Wells. 
I’m writing a script. 

CarL: We know, we know. 

JoHNNY: Who do you think you are, 
barging in here? 

Beuinpa: Look at him — bristling 
like a porcupine. Just as I expected. 

Jounny: I don’t know either of you. 

Car: You’re to blame for our visit. 

BE.INDA (Nods): You’ve made us what 
we are today. (Epitx appears at 
door. She stops to watch. The others 
do not see her.) 

JOHNNY: See here, get out before I 
toss you out! 

BELINDA: Listen to the child! 

JOHNNY: Child? I’m an author. 

BELINDA: You — an author? Pardon 
me while I go into silent hysterics. 

Car: Don’t you recognize me? 


JOHNNY: I’ve never even seen you. 

Cart: I’m Carl. 

JOHNNY (Startled): Carl? (Evita 
watches with increased interest. ) 

Car: The leading male character in 
that script you’re writing. 

JOHNNY (Gasps): What! 

CarL: This is Belinda, the woman 
you've created as my wife. 

JOHNNY: Belinda! 

Be.inpa: Who did you think we were 
— Columbus and Queen Isabella? 

JOHNNY: You're crazy! 

BELINDA: We’re not the crazy ones. 

Car: Belinda and I are not satisfied 
with this setup. That’s why we’re 
here. 

JOHNNY: This must be a joke. 

BeurinpA: The only joke is that script 
of yours. 

JouNNY: You're just trying to kid me 
into thinking you’re my characters. 

Car: We’re not kidding, Johnny. 

JOHNNY: But things like this don’t 
happen! It’s impossible. 

BELINDA: It’s the script that’s im- 
possible. 

JoHNNY: I’m asleep. I’ve gone to 
sleep. That’s my trouble. 

BELINDA: You’re awake, Junior. So 
are we. (JOHNNY is frightened.) 
JoHNNY: I’m dreaming. You’re not 

real — either of you. 

Cart: We're certainly not real, the 
way you’ve created us. 

Be.inDA: You’ve made us as counter- 
feit as a couple of lead dimes in a 
pay phone. 

JoHNNY (Places hand over his eyes): 
I know I’ve gone to sleep. 

Car.: Belinda and I have fair and just 
grounds for a suit. 

Jounny (Loudly): Get out of my 





dreams — both of you. Get out! 

Cart: You’ve made my wife an inter- 
national spy. I don’t like it. 

Be.inpa (Nods): I’m a respectable 
woman! 

JOHNNY (Covers his ears): Stop it! I 
won’t listen. I’m having a night- 
mare! (Jumps up, points to dish) 
That’s it! I’ve been eating apples 
and dill pickles. 

Cart: Apples and dill pickles have 
nothing to do with this. 

Be.tinpa: My poor Carl — he has 
never been a secret agent in his life 
until now. You’re forcing him to 
work nights, Saturdays and_holi- 
days, chasing around the country, 
looking for a spy. 

Car: Then you had the crust to select 
my wife as the guilty party. 

JOHNNY: I have to wake up. I have 
to wake up. I’ve been eating too 
much. 

Beuinpa: The trouble’s not in your 
stomach, Junior. It’s in your head. 
(Turns to Cart) What are you 
waiting for, Carl? Put the poor sap 
out of the way. 

Jounny (Horrified): Out of the way? 

BetinpA (70 Jounny): Carl has to 
end this business. Which means 
you’re getting bumped off. 

JounNny: Me? Bumped off? (Wildly) 
No, no! You can’t! (Groans) I’m 
in the middle of a nightmare! 
(Desperately JOHNNY pinches him- 
self.) Wake up, Johnny! For Pete’s 
sake, wake up! (CARL draws a re- 
volver.) 

Caru: You’re awake — but you won’t 
be for long. 

JOHNNY (Jumps up in terror): Put that 
gun away! 
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Car (Smiles coldly): It’s really your 
gun, Junior. You gave it to me — 
early in the first scene. Remember? 
You wrote in the script that I 
pulled out the dresser drawer and — 

JoHnNy (In complete panic): Put it 
down! Put it down, I tell you! 

BELINDA (7'0 Cart): Let him have it, 
Carl. If he lives to finish this script, 
I’ll never be able to hold up my 
head again. (CARL points gun at 
JOHNNY. ) 

JOHNNY( Screams): No, no! Help! 
Help! Help me, help me! (SusAN 
and Dave rush into the room.) 

Susan: Johnny, Johnny! What’s the 
matter? (JoHNNyY attempts to hide 
behind Susan. Ebprrx continues to 
watch. Cart and Bexinpa back 
toward door right.) 

JOHNNY: Wake me up, sis! Wake me 
up! I’m asleep! 

Susan (Affects surprise): You’re what? 

JOHNNY: I’m having a _ nightmare! 
(He slaps himself vigorously.) 

Dave: A nightmare? That’s im- 
possible, Johnny. You’re as much 
awake as I am. 


JOHNNY: Awake? I’m 


(Fearfully.) 
awake? (JOHNNY gazes in amaze- 


ment at Dave. At last he looks at 
Cart and Betinpa. He points at 
them.) Look over there. (Dave 
and Susan turn toward BELINDA 
and CaRL.) 

Dave: Look at what, Johnny? 

JOHNNY: Those two characters. 

Dave: I don’t see any characters. 

JOHNNY (Jumps up): You have to see 
them! They’re standing right there 
— Carl and Belinda. 

Be.inpa: Take it easy, buster. 


JOHNNY: There! She talked! You 





heard her, didn’t you, sis? You 
heard her speak. 

Susan: Johnny, you're ill. 

Car: He’d have to be ill to write 
such a foul script. 

Jounny: Now he’s talking! You heard 
him, didn’t you, Dave? 

Dave: Johnny, I’ve been afraid of this. 
You’re overworking. 

JoHNNY: Do you mean neither of you 
can see what J see? Or hear what J 
hear? (Susan gently pushes JOHNNY 
into chair.) 

Susan (Soothingly): We'll get you to 
bed, darling. Then we’ll phone the 
doctor. 

Dave: Once you're settled in a nice, 
quiet institution — 

JounNY (Horrified): You think I’m 
batiy? 

Dave: You'll get over it. 
BELINDA exit.) 

Susan (Pats JoHNNY’s shoulder): Just 
relax, Johnny. (Zo Dave) The 
phone’s in the sunroom, Dave. 
(DAVE crosses right.) 

JOHNNY: Stop! Stop! (He discovers that 
Cart and Bre.inpDA have vanished.) 
Look — they’re gone! (JOHNNY 
springs to his feet.) 

Dave (Turns to JouNNY): Gone? Who? 

Jounny: Car] and Belinda. They’ve 
vanished. 

Susan: You can explain all this to the 
doctor. 

Jounny: I will not! Nothing’s wrong 
with me now. I’m perfect! 

Dave: My dear boy — 

JOHNNY: Maybe I have been concen- 
trating too much. But I’m all right 
now. If you think I’m going to 
finish that script and end up in an 
institution, you’re crazy! 


(CARL and 


Susan: Johnny! Do you mean it? 

JoHNNY: You don’t need to plead with 
me, either. I have to consider my 
health! (JoHNny tears the script into 
shreds. Dave and Susan attempt to 
hide their elation.) 

Susan (Gasps): Johnny, look what 
you’re doing! 

Jounny (7'o Susan): You ought to be 
thankful you have a brother who 
knows when he’s working too much. 
(JOHNNY tosses scraps of paper onto 
table. He starts toward door, left.) 

Susan: Where are you going? 

JoHNNY: Out to the back yard — to 
remow that grass! (Eprru applauds 
loudly. JoHNNY, Dave and Susan 
turn in surprise to Epira. Epiru 
steps into the room.) 

Susan (Amazed): Miss Hawkins! 

Epira (Still applauds): It was mar- 


velous — simply marvelous! 
Dave (Startled): Marvelous? 
Epirx: A positive sensation. 

Dave.) Call in the other performers 


(To 


at once! Don’t delay! Hurry, 
hurry! (Dave opens door right. 
BELINDA and CARL enter.) 

JOHNNY (Wide-eyed, to Epirs): Per- 
formers, did you say? (Mrs. WELLS 
enters.) 

Mrs. Wetts: My goodness! What on 
earth is going on in this house? 

Epitu (Enthusiastically): Are you Mrs. 
Wells? 

Mrs. Wetis:I am. And I demand to 
know — 

Evita (Breaks in): My dear, I’ve just 
witnessed the rehearsal of a sensa- 
tional script — right here in your 
own living room. I stood frozen at 
the doorway — me, Edith Hawkins. 
I watched it all. 





Dave (Startled): You did? 

Susan: Watched it all? 

Eprru: Such an overwhelming idea — 
all about a young man who writes a 
script. Then the characters come to 
life. The young man thinks he’s 
losing his mind. 

JoHNNY: You mean it wasn’t a night- 
mare? 

Mrs. WELLS: What is this all about? 

Epira (Triumphanily): I shall give 
this script first prize. You students 
might as well cancel the tryouts at 
your assembly. This is the play 
we'll telecast. Tell me, who created 
this amazing situation? 

Betinpa: Why, it was Dave’s idea. 

Eprra: Who wrote the lines? 

CarL: Dave wrote them. (EbiTH 
dashes to Dave. She grasps his arm, 
raises it high in the air.) 

Epiru: The winner — with a knockout! 

Dave: Do you mean J get first prize? 

JOHNNY: Hey, you can’t do this to me! 

Epira: Young man, don’t try to tell 
me you’re the author of this hilarious 
script. 

Jounny: Not the way you saw it. 

Epitu: That’s enough! (Zo Dave) 
You’re the winner. 

Mrs. We tts: Will someone — any- 
one — please explain what’s going 


on in my own house? (Mrs. WELLS 
is ignored.) 

Jounny: I have to make a name for 
myself — 

Epiru: You’ll make a name for your- 
self, all right. If you give as good a 
performance when this script is tele- 
cast, you'll be the talk of the air 
waves. 

Jounny: I will? (He turns to Mrs. 
We tts.) Mom, did you hear that? 
I’m going to act on television. I’ll 
be famous! 

Mrs. Wetts: And I'll be a raving 
maniac if somebody doesn’t tell me 
— (JOHNNY rushes upstage, pushing 
Epita and Mrs. WELL aside.) 
Johnny Wells! 

Jounny (Hurriedly): Excuse me. 

Mrs. Wetts: Johnny, where are you 
going? 

Jounny (Turns with a broad grin): I 
have to send a telegram to Uncle 
Ben. I have to warn him to start 
saving for my free vacation. I’m 
going to sign that message — “‘Your 
nephew — Johnny Nightmare!”’ 
(JOHNNY happily dashes through cen- 
ter doorway. Mrs. WELLS is in utter 
confusion. The others beam enthusi- 
astically. The curtain quickly falls.) 

THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


JoHNNY NIGHTMARE 


Characters: 3 male; 4 female. 

Playing Time: 25 minutes. 

Costumes: Modern dress. Belinda wears & 
long, slinky black dress and jewels. Carl 
wears a tweed business suit. 

Properties: Typing paper, dish with pickles 
and apples, grocery bag, vacuum cleaner, 
typewriter, and gun. 


Setting: A living room. Entrances at left, 
right, and rear lead to rear rooms, sunroom, 
and outdoors ym ag Ne Near center 

e. 


are a chair and a tal The rest of the room 
is furnished comfortably. 


Lighting: No special effects. 








A Treasury of 
Christmas Plays 


edited by Syitv1a E. KAMERMAN 
The 40 traditional and modern one- 
act plays in this collection convey ef- 
fectively the message and meaning of 
Christmas. Included are contemporary 
comedies, dramatizations of the Christ- 
mas Story, plays with musical back- 
grounds, etc. 
Lower Grades through Senior High 

509 pgs.; $5.00 


Gold Medal Plays 
for Holidays 


by HELEN Louise MILLER 


Thirty lively dramas for important 
holidays and — occasions hom 
out the year. Th 


e plays are simple = 
young players to produce, will enter- 
tain their audiences, and give extra 
meaning to classroom and assembly 
programs. 

Lower and Middle Grades 432 pgs.; $4.75 


Radio Plays from 
Shakespeare 
by Lewy OLFsoNn 


The dramatic suspense and rich lan- 
1age of Shakespeare's plays have been 
aithfully retained in these half-hour 
radio adaptations of ten famous 
comedies and tragedies: A Midsummer 
Night’s Dream, The Taming of the 
Shrew, Much Ado About Nothing, As 
You Like It, The Tempest, Romeo and 
Juliet, Julius Caesar, Hamlet, King 
Lear, and Macbeth. 
Junior and Senior High 193 pgs.; $3.75 


(Standard Clothbound Books) 


PLAYS, Inc. 





NOW AVAILABLE 








CATALOG 


of Plays Previously Published 
and Still in Active Demand. 


Here is a selected list of more than 450 
plays from past issues of PLAYS, The 
Drama Magazine for Young People. 
The play descriptions, each of which 
contains a plot summary, setting, and 
number of characters, are grouped un- 
der the following popular headings: 
Book Week Farces 
Career Plays Melodramas 
Christmas Memorial Day 
Columbus Day Mother's Day 
Comedies Mysteries 
Easter Patriotic and Historical 
Fairy Tales, Folk Plays for All-Boy Casts 

Tales, Legends Plays for All-Girl Caste 
Foreign Lands Radio Plays 
Graduation and Promotion Thanksgiving 
Halloween United Nations 
Health and Safety Valentine's Day 
Lincoln's Birthday Washington's Birthday 
This catalog will be a convenient guide 
for subscribers who may wish to refer 
to material previously published in the 
magazine. Send for your free copy of 
this 40-page catalog today. 


PLAYS, Inc., Publishers 
8 ARLINGTON ST., BOSTON 16, MASS. 
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PLAYBOOKS 


@ If you are a subscriber you may ob- 
tain additional copies of any of the 
lays published in PLAYS for use 
- members of the cast. 
@ By purchasing play scripts you can 
save time and effort spent in copy- 
ing parts. 


@ We can supply you with copies of 
plays from current and past issues. 


Subscribers pay only 25 cents per script! 
When ordering, be sure to give name 
under which a is listed. 
(Otherwise the price of each play is 50 
cents per copy.) 

To eliminate bookkeeping we suggest that 


payment accompany orders, especially for 
small quantities. 


PLAYS, INC. 


8 Arlington Street, Boston 16, Mass. 











Mr. Filbert’s Claim to Fame 


by John Murray 


Characters 

Cyrus Fiupert, a middle-aged book- 
keeper for Dunkle and Company 

Sopn1e Martin, a young, attractive 
co-worker 

Brut Buuuirt, a reporter in search of a 
human-interest story 

Miss FLEepGuLine, a busybody 

Mrs. Gooppopy, an elderly woman, 
chairman of the Happiness Club 

Mr. SAMUELS, @ postal official 

Tom Kriner, a T'V master of cere- 
monies 

MAupk Finpert, Cyrus’ wife 

F. J. DunKir, Cyrus’ employer 

ELEVATOR ATTENDANT, an attractive 
girl 

Frrst TV CrEwMAN 

2 OTHER CREWMEN 

Make-up MAn 

Extras, male and female 

Time: Evening, a little after six o'clock. 

Serrina: The lobby of an office building 
in a big city. 

Ar Rise: Elevator, center, opens and 
male and female passengers are dis- 
charged. Snatches of conversation are 
heard such as: ‘What are you doing 
this week-end?” “Visiting Mother.” 
“Brushing up on my golf.” Some 
passengers exit right, others left. 
Finally, Buu. Buuurrr leaves car. 
He walks with a slow, heavy step. 
The E.evator ATTENDANT watches 
him with amusement. 

ATTENDANT: What’s the matter, Bill? 
You look as though you’ve had it. 

Bru (Heavily): It’s been a rough week. 
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ATTENDANT: Yes, I guess all those 
news stories really kept you stepping. 

Bru: You’re not kidding! Why, some 
of the biggest stories in months 
broke this week. I’ve been pounding 
the typewriter for three days straight. 

ATTENDANT: Well, you should be 
happy. Big scoops are good for a 
reporter. Why so blue? 

Bit (Glumly): No human interest. 

ATTENDANT: Human interest? 

Bru: That’s it. Something that will 
make the man in the street sit up 
and take notice. The little man 
wants to read stories about people 
like — himself! The human-interest 
appeal. 

ATTENDANT: I don’t get it. 

Bru: Oh, you must have read a 
thousand human-interest stories. 
Listen! (Gestures dramatically) John 
Smith hears a prowler outside the 
house. Smith gets a baseball bat 
and, when the prowler opens the 
door, he lets him have it. Wham! 
Then John Smith finds out that the 
“prowler” is his mother-in-law com- 
ing home from a bingo game! 

ATTENDANT (Brightly): Oh, I’ve seen 
stories like that. I—I thought 
they were only fillers. 

Brix: Don’t fool yourself! And don’t 
undersell Mister Average Citizen. 
When he can’t find a human-interest 
story, your paper is in real trouble. 
I’ve just been to Independent News 
Service headquarters. The wires are 
hot with civil wars, satellites, homi- 





cides — but not one human-interest 
story! 

ATTENDANT: That really is tough. 
(Buzzer sounds off-stage.) I'd better 
get upstairs and pick up the rest of 
the office crowd. Cheer up, Bill. If 
it’ll help your human interest, I'll 
swat my mother-in-law with a bat! 

Brit (Sourly): Thanks! (ATTENDANT 
closes elevator door. Bru rests dis- 
gruntedly against wall. Male and 
female extras cross stage. They carry 
packages, boxes, newspapers, etc., and 
all are in a flurry to get home. Pres- 
ently, elevator door opens and more 
passengers exit. The last ones to leave 
the car are Cyrus FiLBert and 
Sopaie Martin. Friupert is a mild- 
mannered man. SopuHie is about 
twenty-three. Vital and glamorous, 
she is a direct contrast to FILBERT.) 


Sopnie: Oh, Mr. Filbert! I’ll never be 
able to thank you for all you’ve done 
for me. 


FiuBert: Well, Miss Martin, it was 
nothing. You’re new with Dunkle 
and Company and I’ve been with 
them for twenty-five years. 

Sopure (Happily): Imagine! You 
taught me the filing system and told 
me all those strange, little things 
about Mr. Dunkle. (Finpert glances 
around cautiously.) 

Fitpert: Goodness, don’t say that! 
Mr. Dunkle might hear you. He — 
he’s a good man, but a little short- 
tempered at times. You'll get used 
to Mr. Dunkle, all right — Miss 
Martin. 

Sopuie (Sweetly): I wish you'd call me 
Sophie. 

Frugert: Well, Miss Martin — Sophie 
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— er — in business I usually like the 
surname and — 

Soputie: Please call me Sophie. 

Finrpert: Well, I — er — all right, 
Sophie. (Glances at vest watch) 
Goodness! It’s after six o’clock. I 
have to meet Mrs. Filbert at 
Trimble’s Department Store. (Smil- 
ing) We’re going to be naughty to- 
night. 

SopuisE: Oh, that sounds exciting! 

Fitpert (Nodding): We’re going to a 
nice restaurant and then we’re tak- 
ing in a play. (Sighs) It took me 
three months to save for the tickets. 
Cut down on lunches, you know. 

Sopure: Wonderful! 

FrtBert: Maude — that’s Mrs. Fil- 
bert — and I rarely go out. Dis- 
creet, you know. We’d rather stay 
home. 

Sopuie: Oh, I bet you’re oodles of fun 
when you go out. (Nudges him 
playfully) 

Fitpert: Well, really now! Miss 
Martin — Sophie — you shouldn’t 
say such things. I’m a conscientious 
bookkeeper and I owe a great deal to 
Dunkle and Company. Mr. Dunkle 
thinks that an employee should be — 
ahem — conservative! (Nods right- 
eously) 

Sopute: Mr. Dunkle is a fuddy-duddy! 

Fripert (Shocked): Oh, Miss Martin! 
Really, I must be going. (BILL 
notices his embarrassment with amuse- 
ment. Elevator door closes again.) 

Sopuie: Good night, Mr. Filbert. 

Firsert: Er — good night, Sophie. 
(FitBert starts to exit left. Sopnm 
opens purse and extracts letter. She 
prepares to deposit tt in mailbox 
which stands near elevator. She 





struggles with mail slot but it will not 
open.) 

SopuieE (Calling): Oh, Mr. Filbert. 

Finpert (Turning): Yes? 

Sorniz Something’s wrong with the 
mailbox. I — I can’t open the slot. 
(Continues to struggle with slot) 

Firpert: Maybe I can help you. 
(Returns and starts to poke at mail 
slot) It’s stuck. (Pushes harder) 
I — I never had this trouble before. 

Sopure: Oh, dear! I have to mail this 
letter tonight. Mr. Dunkle dictated 
it and told me that it had to be de- 
livered the first thing Monday 
morning. 

Fitpert: There’s a box down the 


street. 

Sopare: Oh, I don’t go that way. I 
catch a northbound bus. What am I 
going to do? 

Fitsert: Let me have a try at it again. 


(Tugs heavily at slot. 
There! It’s open now! 

Sorure: Oh, Mr. Filbert, you’re won- 
derful. (He turns to exit again. 
Sopuie inserts letter in mail slot, but 
letter will not go down. She pushes 
harder but letter remains stuck. She 
calls.) Oh, Mr. Filbert! 

Fivpert (A little exasperated): Yes? 

Sopuige: I’m in trouble again. (FIL- 
BERT returns.) I’m a nuisance, I 
know, but the letter is stuck. It 
won’t go all the way in the box. 

FitBertT: Well, push it a little. 

Sopuie: I don’t want to wrinkle the 
envelope. Mr. Dunkle said that the 
letter was terribly important. (7 ear- 
fully) Oh, I’ve done everything 
wrong. (She pushes letter again, but 
it does not budge.) 

FrtBert: Let me see. (Almost savagely, 


It opens.) 


he pushes at stuck letter. He works 
his hand between the letter and the 
slot, attempting to pass the envelope 
into the bor. He grits his teeth. 
Finally, he gives a hard push. The 
letier and his hand disappear through 
the mail slot.) 

Sopnie: Oh, wonderful! You got the 
letter into the box. How can I ever 
thank you? (Fimsert attempis to 
remove his hand from the slot. He 
tugs at his imprisoned hand with the 
free one. His face shows the wear of 
strain. His hand remains stuck.) 
Oh, what’s the matter? 

Fitpert: My hand — it’s stuck! 
(Butt watches the proceedings with 
interest.) I—I can’t get my hand 
out of the slot! (He struggles again, 
but his hand remains trapped in the 
slot.) 

Sopuie: Here! Let me help you. (She 
nestles under his arm and struggles 
with his imprisoned hand.) This is 
terrible. What are we going to do? 

Fiupert: I don’t know. 

Sorure: There must be an attendant 
somewhere. He’ll have a key to the 
box. 

Frupert (Shaking head): The only 
person who'll have a key is a postal 
employee. Anyway, my hand isn’t 
stuck in the box. It’s stuck in this 
confounded slot! (They continue 
their struggle, all to no avail. Bru 
strides forward.) 

Bru: May I help you? 

Sopure: I don’t know what you can do. 
My friend is stuck. (She remains 
nestled under Firtpert’s arm. Ele- 
valor door opens. Miss FLEDGLING, 
a middle-aged spinster, and a female 
companion emerge. Miss FLEDGLING 





sees Fiupert and Sopuie. Miss 
FLEDGLING snorts with indignation.) 

Miss FLEDGLING: Well! Cyrus Filbert! 
(FILBERT grins uncomfortably, tips 
his bowler with his free hand. Sopa1e 
peeps out from beneath the arm of his 
coat.) 

Firsert: Er — hello, Miss Fledgling. 
(To Soruiz) This is my neighbor, 
Miss Fledgling. She works on the 
tenth floor. (Gesturing) Miss Fledg- 
ling, this is Sophie — er — Miss 
Martin. She — she mailed a letter 
and my hand got stuck. (Quickly) 
That is, I was trying to mail a letter 
and my hand got stuck in the slot. 
It’s rather awkward. 


Miss FLEDGLING: Quite! (Glances al 


SopHie with disapproval) Your wife 

told me that she was planning to 

meet you in the city tonight. 
Fitsert (Suddenly): Maude! Heavens, 


she’s waiting for me at Trimble’s! 
She’ll be worried about me. 

Miss FLEDGLING (Confemptuously): I 
shouldn’t wonder! 

Fitsert: The store closes in a little 
while. Oh, this is terrible! (Sud- 
denly) Miss Fledgling, you must help 
me. Will you run over to Trimble’s? 
Maude’s waiting at the information 
booth on the first floor. Will you 
tell her that I’ll be late? Will you 
tell her about (Gesturing) this? 

Miss Fiepeuine: I certainly will. I 
intend to tell her — everything! 
(Sniffs. She turns and walks left with 
her companion.) Men! They are all 
alike! And at his age! (They exit.) 

Sopuie: What did she mean by that? 

FiteBert (Glumly): She’s my neighbor. 
A spinster. She doesn’t understand 
— about such things! 


Sopuie (Nodding): I know. A woman 
like that is always somebody’s neigh- 
bor! 

Finpert: Well, anyway, she'll tell 
Maude. (Suddenly) Gracious! I 
wonder what she will tell her! 

Sopure: Oh, don’t worry about that 
busybody. It’s an accident. 

FiILBerT: Heavens! Nothing like this 
ever happened to me before. (SOPHIE 
steps from beneath his arm and walks 
to the perplexed Etevator At- 
TENDANT. ) 

Sopnre: When does someone come to 
empty the mailbox? My friend — 
Mr. Filbert’s stuck. 

ATTENDANT: There was a pickup at 
six. There won’t be another until 
midnight. 

Fitsert (Horrified): Midnight! But I 
can’t stay here until then. What am 
I going to do? (Bru snaps his 
Singers.) 

Bru: Hey! This is quite a situation! A 
man trapped in a mailbox! (To 
Frupert) I’m Bill Bullitt of Inde- 
pendent News Service. 

Frisert: That’s very interesting, but I 
can’t shake hands with you now. 
But: I know. I know. This might be 
the human-interest story that I need 

for my readers. 

FitBert: A story? 

Bru: Yes, this could be news. The 
possibilities are limitless. There 
won’t be a mailman here for another 
six hours. Maybe he won’t be able to 
help you. Why, you might be a 
prisoner here for days — weeks! 

Sopuiz: That’s silly! 

Biiu (Nodding): I know that, but it’s 
still a possibility — and news stories 
are based on possibilities. (T'o 








Fitpert) What is your name, sir? 

Fixzert: I don’t think that that makes 
any difference. 

Bru: But you’re news! 

FitBert: News? Gracious, Mr. Dunkle 
would never approve. He’s my em- 
ployer. Dunkle and Company. He 
likes a — ahem — conservative man. 

Bru: Oh, we'll handle your story in 
the best of taste. Now, I’ll call a 
photographer and — 

FILBERT (Worried): No pictures, 
please. Mr. Dunkle frowns upon 
notoriety. 

Buu: Never mind, sir. I'll handle 
Dunkle. Now, if you’ll give me a few 
details. (T’akes pad and pencil from 
pocket and begins to notate. His 


questions are not heard by the audi- 
ence. SoPHIE addresses ATTENDANT.) 


Sopuie: Poor Mr. Filbert. It’s all my 


fault! (ATTENDANT nods.) Where’s 
the phone? (ATTENDANT gestures 
right.) I think I'll call the post 
office. I’ll tell them that a man is 
stuck in one of their boxes. They’ll 
know what to do. 

ATTENDANT: That’s an idea. 


Sopuiz: I must do something to help 
him. He’s such a nice, little guy. A 
good worker, too. Why, I don’t 
think he speaks ten words in a week. 


ATTENDANT (Nodding) : The quiet type! 
Yeah, I went out with a guy like 
that once. He didn’t have anything 
to say but, sister, was he a man of 
action! 

Sopure: Oh, you don’t understand. 
There’s nothing like that between 
Mr. Filbert and me. It’s — well —I 
like Mr. Filbert. He’s been very 
nice to me. 


ATTENDANT: I’ve met that kind, too. 
The fatherly type! 

Sopuiz: I’m going to make that phone 
call. I’ll be right back. (zits right. 
ATTENDANT closes elevator door. BIL 
continues to take notes.) 

Buu: And is this the first time that 
you’ve stood face to face with — 
danger? 

Firsert: Gracious, you’re melodra- 
matic! I don’t think there’s any- 
thing dangerous about this. 


Brut: Where’s your news sense, Mr. 
Filbert? Don’t you realize that 
you’re a helpless prisoner — here in 
the heart of the big city? It’s 
sensational! 


FinBert: There’s nothing sensational 
about it and I wish you wouldn’t 
talk like that. I merely got my 
hand stuck and —oh, what’s the 
use? I’m late for my date with 
Maude and she’ll be frightfully wor- 
ried. When Mr. Dunkle hears about 
it, he’ll be furious. (Musing) Yes, I 
suppose that it’s a serious situation. 
(Tugs at hand again) 

Britt: I’m going to phone the pre- 
liminary details into my office. I’ll 
be right back. Don’t go away! 

Frusert: Thanks for the advice! 
(Brit exits right. Mrs. GoopBopy 
enters left. She is a sweet-faced, little 
old lady. She suddenly notices Fit- 
BERT’S plight.) 

Mrs. Goopsopy: Oh, you poor man. 
Your hand is stuck. (FILBert nods 
grimly.) Isn’t there anyone to help 
you? (Finpert shakes head.) I 
know — I know! The same thing 
happened to my sister, Elsie. Poor 
dear! 





Fivzert: Did she get stuck in a mail- 
box? 

Mrs. Gooppopy: Not exactly. It was 
a manhole cover. And it was her 
foot, of course. She was there for 
five hours before a welder finally 
arrived. He used a torch. On the 
cover, that is. 

FiuBert: Of course! 

Mrs. Goopsopy (Happily) : Providence 
must have sent me here! (Proudly) 
I’m the chairman of the Happiness 
Club! 

Frupert: Happiness? 

Mrs. Goopgopy (Nodding): It is the 
sole purpose of our club to spread 
happiness and sunshine wherever it 
is needed. You are evidently in 
need of happiness. 


FitBert: I suppose so. 
Mrs. Goopgopy: Wonderful! I’ll help 


you forget your trouble until some- 
one is able to release your hand. 
(Seriously) I suppose that someone 
will be able to release you. 

Fruzert: I don’t intend to remain here 
all night. 


Mrs. Goopsopy: Oh, you can never 
tell about such things. (Quickly) I 
don’t mean to alarm you — but 
you must be prepared for such 
emergencies. Take my great uncle 
Horace. He fell into an abandoned 
well. He was there for three days be- 
fore anyone knew he was missing. 
Yes, you must be ready for such 
things. 

Fizpert (Politely): Madam, I’d rather 
not think about it. 

Mrs. Goopgopy: Of course! Happiness 
is our motto! Chase away the blues! 
But I can’t help thinking about 


Grandfather Thompson. 
mother’s side. 

FILBERT: What happened to him? 

Mrs. Goopspopy: No one ever found 
out. He lived in a little farmhouse 
in the tornado belt. Well, a tornado 
passed through the town one day 
and — well (Gestures helplessly) we 
haven’t heard from him since. Folks 
in those parts think that Grandfather 
became the first guided missile! 

Fizpert (Glumly): Your family was 
marked by tragedy. 

Mrs. Goopsopy (Nodding): They had 
a way of getting into trouble. (Cheer- 
fully) But we mustn’t think about it. 

Firusert: Yes, I know. Happiness — 
and all that! (Shakes head sadly) 

Mrs. Goopsopy: Folks always tell me 
that I’m a little ray of sunshine. I 
like to make people happy. Why, I 
remember the time when Grand- 
mother — (Stops suddenly. Her 
mouth quivers.) Oh, poor Grand- 
mother! (Sobs) 

Fi.Bert: Please, Mrs. — 

Mrs. Goopsopy: Goodbody. That — 
that was Grandmother’s name! Oh, 
I can’t talk about it. Poor, dear 
Grandmother! (Takes handkerchief 
from purse and dabs at eyes. Sobs are 
now uncontrollable.) Oh! Oh! Poor 
Grandmother. (Still crying, she enters 
elevator and turns.) I —I hope I’ve 
cheered you up! (Door closes as she 
cries heavily.) 

Fitpert: Happiness! (SopHre enéers. 
She wears a happy smile.) 


On my 


_ Sopure: Everything’s going to be all 


right. I called the post office and 
spoke to a Mr. Samuels. He’s a 
government inspector or something. 
I told him that you were stuck in 





the mailbox and he said that he’d be 
right over. 

FriBert: That’s wonderful! 

Sopure: He didn’t seem too happy, 
though. He said something about 
tampering with government prop- 
erty. 

FruBert: Oh, he must have misunder- 
stood you. Why, I’ve never tam- 
pered with anything in my life. 

Sopnie: Never mind. He’ll be here in 
a few minutes — and you'll be free. 
That’s the important thing. 

Frsert: Thank you, Sophie. 
comfortably) Oh, I feel terrible! 

Sopuie: Please, Mr. Filbert, every- 
thing will be all right. 

Frusert: I don’t know. That news- 
paperman. He wants to make a big 
fuss about my being caught in the 
mailbox. And Maude! She'll be 
worried about me. (Bru. enters right 
hurriedly.) 

Brut: I phoned my office. They’re 
holding the press for the story. 

Fizzert: I don’t think that you should 
make such a fuss. 

Bru (Quickly): Get this! When I 
called the office, Tom Kriner was 
there. 

Frupert: Who? 

Soprnie: Tom Kriner? Oh, that’s won- 
derful! (Jo Firsert) You’ve heard 
of him. He’s the TV announcer. He 
has that wonderful program, On the 
Spot! 

Bru: That’s right. Whenever a news 
story breaks, Kriner shoots a TV 
crew to the scene and brings the 
first-hand facts to his audience. 
(Nodding) Tom liked the idea. 
About the mailbox, I mean. He’s 


(Un- 


away. He’s going to televise your 
story. 

Soputz (Applauding): You’re a ce- 
lebrity, Mr. Filbert! You’re going 
to be on TV! 

Bru: Tom Kriner is going to make the 
name of Cyrus Filbert famous across 
the nation. You’ll be discussed in 
fifty million homes! 

Frusert: Oh, dear! 
that’s wise? 

Brit: Wise? Anyone would change 
places with you right now. 

Finpert: Well, I wish that someone 
could change places with me. (Freezes 
suddenly) Oh, goodness! I forgot! 
Mr. Dunkle is still upstairs. If he 
hears about this, he’ll be furious. 
Conservative, you know! 

Bru: Don’t worry about: him. You’re 
on the threshhold of fame and 
fortune! 

Sopute (Nodding): You’ll probably get 
a TV contract! 

Frvpert: But I don’t know anything 
about acting. 

Sopnre: Who does on TV? Don’t let a 
little thing like that stop you. Why 
— why you might get a show of your 
own! They’ll name all sorts of things 
after you. 

Bru (Happily): Breakfast cereals — 
fountain pens — mousetraps — 

FruBert: Oh, I don’t think so. 

Bru: Look! Everyone wants to make 
a hero out of the man in the street. 
That’s what the public wants. They 
want someone like themselves to be- 
come a celebrity. 

Sopuie (Quickly): Look at Papa 
Dionne! 


Do you think 


coming over with his crew right Fisertr: I think that the chances of 
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my having quintuplets are highly 
improbable. 

Bui: Don’t worry, Mr. Filbert. You 
must play your part well. There are 
some things I must tell you before 
Tom Kriner gets here. 

FitBert: Yes? 

Briuu: You look too complacent. You 
must look worried. You must look 
as though you’ve suffered. You 
must look starved. You must look 
like a man who might never see his 
loved ones again. 

FILBErRT: Don’t you think that’s carry- 
ing things a little too far? 

Bru: You have to give the public 
what it wants. You must create 
audience sympathy. You’re a man 
in mortal peril! (FiLBERT tugs at his 
imprisoned hand.) Don’t do that! 
You might release your hand. 

FILBErtT: That is my intention. 

Bru: You'll ruin everything! I told 
you that the American public wants 
a hero. They won’t give you a sec- 
ond thought if your hand isn’t stuck. 
(Mr. SamvuE.s, the hefty post office 
official, enters right. He walks with an 
angry stride and he chews on the stub 
of a cigar. He raises a hand of cau- 
tion as he approaches FrLBErt.) 

SaMvuELs: Stop! Don’t touch anything! 

Sopuie: I beg your pardon. 

Bru: Who are you? 

SamMvueEts: I am Mr. Samuels. L. T. 
Samuels. Post Office Inspector of 
the thirty-third district. 

FitBert: Oh, thank heavens! Maybe 
you can help me. (Indicates im- 
prisoned hand) 

SaMvuELs (Defianily): Don’t you know 
that it’s a serious offense to tamper 
with government property? 
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FruBert: I wasn’t tampering. I merely 
tried to help this young woman mail 
a letter and I caught my hand. 

SamuEts: Ha! Now you are accusing 
the government of using defective 
mailboxes! 

Frusert: I didn’t say that. 

SAMUELS: You are in serious trouble. 

Bru: Now, wait a minute. I saw the 
whole thing. 

SamMuets (Turning): An accomplice, 
eh? 

Bru: What are you talking about? 

SAMUELS: You know what I mean. 
This is an old game. Two guys are 
sent out to besmirch the U. S. 
Government. You find fault with 
our public utilities. You make the 
headlines. Your story is broadcast 
across the nation. That’s your 
racket! You want to undermine the 
government! Ha! It’s old hat. Well, 
we have ways of dealing with — 
saboteurs! 

Sopute: Saboteurs! 

Frupert (Weakly): Gracious, Mr. 
Samuels! I’m not a saboteur. I —I 
wouldn’t know how to be a saboteur 
if I tried. I live in (Insert name of 
town in which play is being pro- 
duced.) Have — have you ever 
known any saboteurs in (Repeat 
name)? 

SAMUELS: Don’t evade the issue! I 
want you to know that my depart- 
ment is prepared to prosecute you 
and your accomplices to the fullest 
extent of the law! 

Bu: I think that you’re jumping the 
gun, but it still helps the story. (Re- 
moves pad and pencil and begins to 
take notes) 

SAMUELS: What are you doing? 





Bru: Making notes. I’m not a sabo- 
teur. I’m a reporter. 

SAMUELS: Prove it! (Bru opens wallet 
and flashes identification card. 
SAMUELS reads.) Independent News 
Service! (Takes cigar out of mouth 
and shifts nervously) Mr. Bullitt — I 
didn’t realize — 

Bit: Forget it. 

SamMuEts: I—I’m sorry that I ac- 
cused you. In my department we 
can’t be too careful, but we can’t 
afford unfavorable publicity. 

Bru: Don’t worry. I'll give you a 
good build-up in my story. 

SaMuELs (Brighter): And a picture? 

Bru: Perhaps. 

SAMUELS: That’s a break! The Post 
Office Department will never forget 
it. (Rubs hand across face) I need a 
shave. I’ll be right back. I don’t 
think the barber’s closed yet. (Pre- 
pares to exit left) 

Finpert (Calling): What — what 
about me? 

SamMvuEts: Don’t worry! I’m going to 
drop all charges against you! (Exits 
left. Finpert shrugs.) 

Bru: Well, our problem with the post 
office is settled. 

Fiupert: I don’t think we’ve settled 
anything. Mr. Samuels did nothing 
to help release me. (Jiggles mailbox 
slot) What am I going to do? (Com- 
motion is heard offstage right. Tom 
Kriner, escorted by three TV Crew- 
MEN and a MAkgr-uP MAN ender right. 
Two of the CREWMEN push a TV 
camera. The third man carries 
cables, wires, etc. Make-up Man 
carries a cosmetics kit. KRINER 
strides forward and pumps BiIu’s 
hand.) 


Tom: Ha! Ha! Hi, Bill! 

Buu: Hello, Tom. You didn’t waste 
any time in getting here. 

Tom: My boys and I are always ready 
for the Big Story. (To Fiupert) 
Hand stuck, eh? (FiLBertT nods 
sadly.) Great! Great! Keep it that 
way until we go off the air. We’re 
going to televise in fifteen minutes. 

But (Introductory): This is Tom 
Kriner. He’s going to handle the 
show. 

Frupert: I —I’d rather meet a lock- 
smith who could get me out of this 
mess. (CREWMEN begin to lay 
cables, adjust TV lens, etc. MAKE-UP 
MAN squats and opens cosmetics kit. 
He sorts various pencils, creams, etc.) 

Tom (Shocked): A locksmith? Man, 
where’s your dramatic sense? Don’t 
you know that you are the biggest 
story to break today? Why, your 
plight has already been mentioned 
on the news broadcast. The 6:15 re- 
port told about the man who was 
defying death in one of our largest 
skyscrapers. 

Frusert: I’m not defying death! I 
merely tried to help the young lady 
mail a letter and — oh, what’s the 
use? (First CrREWMAN strides for- 
ward and holds a finger in front of 
Finpert’s face. It is quite evident 
that he is measuring angles for the TV 
shots.) 

First CrewMan (70 Kriner): He’s 
not very photogenic, boss. 

Tom: That’s all right. I don’t like the 
Beau Brummell type. Give me the 
good, old ugly man in the street 
every time! How’s the light? 
(CREWMAN fakes light measuring de- 
vice out of pocket and pushes it into 





Fiupert’s face. He takes a reading.) 

Crewman: It’ll do. 

Tom (Nodding): We don’t have too 
much time to prepare for the tele- 
cast. The station network has been 
cleared to pick up our show. (To 
FinBert) When I give you the sig- 
nal, the camera is going to move in 
for a close-up of your face. (Gestur- 
ing) I want agony — twisted emo- 
tions! Put up a fierce struggle. You 
have to emote, man — emote! 

Finpert: I —I don’t know whether I 
can do that or not. 

Tom: Why, anyone can emote! The 
audience doesn’t want to see you 
there like a contented cow! The 
people want a conflict! Here, let me 
help you! (Tom pulls off FinBEert’s 
bowler and musses his hair. He then 
pulls out FiuBert’s tie and rips his 
collar. Finally, he stomps on the 


bowler until it is an unrecognizable 
mess and jams it on FILBERT’S head.) 


That’s better. Now please, when 
the camera moves in, give out with 
the hysterics! You can scream — 
rant — rave. You can do anything, 
but have hysterics! The audience 
loves it! 

FInBert (Quietly): I am not an emo- 
tional man. I don’t intend to 
scream tonight—nor any other 
time. (Tom shakes his head and turns 
to Bi.) 

Tom (Low): This guy’s a deadhead. I 
hope that the next one who gets 
caught in a mailbox will give out 
with the feelings. 

Bru (Cutting): I'll try to be more 
obliging the next time. (Pointing) 
Filbert is the quiet, bookkeeper 
type. I don’t think he could emote 


if you paid him. (Smiling) Mr. 
Dunkle, his boss, doesn’t approve. 

Tom: Gad! Why does this have to 
happen to me? (7'o Frnpertr) Well, 
we'd better get down to business. 

FILBERT: Business? 

Tom: Sure. My show is sponsored. 
Pearly Toothpaste! Now I think it’ll 
be a great gimmick if you can de- 
liver the commercial. 

Fitsert: But I don’t know anything 
about announcing. 

Tom: We'll take care of that. I have a 
eard. (Takes card out of pocket and 
hands it to FinBEerRT) 

Fitpert (Reading): I brushed my 
teeth with Pearly Toothpaste this 
morning. My family has the 
Pearly habit! (Returns card to Tom) 
I —I’ve never used Pearly Tooth- 
paste. Maude — my wife — never 
used it. She has an upper plate, you 
see. She never uses toothpaste. 

Tom (Helplessly): That’s all I need. 
(To Maxks-up Man) Come over 
here and fix him up for the camera. 
See what you can do with his face. 
(Make-up Man approaches with 
cosmetics kit. He regards FILBERT 
closely. He clucks disapproval.) Give 
him — appeal! 

Maxe-up Man: What do you expect, 
a miracle? 

Tom: Do something with him! (MakeE- 
uP Man opens kit and takes out a 
series of pencils, dark creams, etc. 
Places kit on floor. After reflecting 
for a moment, he spreads the dark 
cream on FILBERT’s eyebrows.) 

Make-up Man: This’ll give you the 
Hollywood approach! 

Fiupert (Séartled): I say! 

Make-up Man: Quiet! You'll ruin the 








effect. You’re going to be on TV! 
(He spreads the cream on FILBERT’S 
face, creating a rather ridiculous 
effect. Surveys his work and shakes 
head. Turns to Kriner.) There’s 
not much that you can do with this 
guy. Now, if he had sideburns, he’d 
appeal to the teen-age set! (Draws 
sideburns on Fiupert’s head. Fr- 
BERT shakes with rage.) 

Fivpert: I won’t wear sideburns! 
Please remove this horrid stuff from 
my face. 

Make-up Man: Don’t get excited! 
You have to have sideburns. Every- 
body has sideburns! 

FitBert (Offended): I’m not the type. 

Sopure (7'0 Make-up Man): Maybe 
you’d like him to wear a guitar 
around his neck! 

Make-up Man (Brightly): That’s an 
idea, lady! (To Frmserr) Can you 
sing? 

FrBert: I can’t even hum! (To 
Sopure) Oh, please get this stuff off 
me. (Sopuie begins to cleanse his 
face with her handkerchief. Maxkn-up 
Man disgruntedly throws cosmetics 
into kit, glowers at FrLBERT and exits 
left. Elevator door opens and Mr. 
DUNKLE emerges. He is a gruff, 
sober-faced individual. Elevator door 
closes. DUNKLE surveys the TV re- 
galia with a critical eye. He turns and 
sees FILBERT.) 

Dunk« LE: Filbert! What is the mean- 
ing of this? 

Frusert (Nervously): Oh, Mr. Dunkle! 
Oh, my! I am sorry! 

Dunk.eE: What’s going on here? 

Firpert: Well, I helped Sophie — 
Miss Martin — mail a letter and I 
caught my hand. (Sadly) It seems 


as though I’m a celebrity. They’re 
going to put my picture in the papers 
and tell my story on TV. Maude’s 
waiting in Trimble’s and — and I 
want to go home! 

Dunxtz: I’ve never heard such non- 
sense in my life. You are undoubt- 
edly aware that our company frowns 
upon notoriety? 

Fitsert: But—but it wasn’t my 
fault. 

DuNKLE (Snorting): I'll have some- 
thing to say to you on Monday 
morning! How long have you been 
with our organization? 

Fiusert: Twenty-five years. 

DuNKLE: Do you realize that in 
twenty-five years no employee of 
Dunkle and Company has ever been 
caught in a mailbox? (FImBeErT nods 
silently.) This is a most grievous 
offense! 

Tom (Suddenly): Hey, this might be a 
break! (To DuNKLE) Are you plan- 
ning to fire the old bird? 

Dunxue: I will give it serious con- 
sideration. 

Tom: Great! Stick around a while. 
You can fire him while we’re on the 
air. It'll be wonderful for the pro- 
gram. Real human-interest stuff! 
(Gesturing dramatically) Where will 
he go? What will he do? Out of a 
job — his starving family. (Happily) 
Oh, I never hoped for a break like 
this! 

DuNKLE: Young man, I am not inter- 
ested in your TV show. 

Tom: Oh, I don’t know. This show 
will be a break for your company. 
Everyone will be clamoring for your 
product. What do you make, any- 
way? 





DuNnKLE: I am the president of the 
Dunkle Birdbath Company! 

Tom: Birdbaths? 

Dunk LE: That is correct. 

Tom: Well, that might be a hard prod- 
uct to push, but the American public 
has gone for crazier things than 
that. Yes, we might be able to help 
your product. 

DunkLE: Is there a possibility? 

Tom: Of course! Why, tomorrow 
morning every man, woman and 
child will rush to their dealers for a 
Dunkle Birdbath! Yes, you must 
appear on the program! (SopHie 


stamps angrily and waves a finger in 
DUNKLE’S face.) 

Sorure: I think that you’re an ego- 
tistical, hateful old man! 

DuNnkKLE: Young woman, who are you? 

Sopute: I worked in your filing depart- 
ment. Remember? I’m the girl who 


was supposed to mail your precious 
letter. I—TI resign tonight! I 
wouldn’t work for you again if you 
consented to take a swim in one of 
your birdbaths! 

DunkLE: I’ll not listen to your in- 
solence. 

Sopuie: You'll listen, all right! Mr. 
Filbert has given the best years of 
his life to your company. Do you 
appreciate him? Oh, no! You’re 
ready to dismiss him so that you can 
sell a few birdbaths! 

DunkLeE (Righteously): 
business! 

Sopuie: Hah! That shows that you’re 
very stupid! (To Tom) You're 
stupid, too! If the American public 
sees this poor man fired after twenty- 
five years of faithful service, you 
wouldn’t be able to sell a birdbath 


Business is 


to an army of dirty penguins! 

DunkLE (Musing): The young lady 
might be right. 

Sopute: If you want to do something 
worth while, you should stand beside 
Mr. Filbert. You should be ready to 
help him. You should offer him a 
raise. A big raise! 

Bruu (Happily): That’s the right ap- 
proach. Make Dunkle a friendly 
name to the people of America. 
(Dramatically) I stand beside my 
birdbath family! Mr. Filbert will 
never have to worry again. 

Tom: A wonderful angle! Why didn’t 
I think of it? 

Sopure (Angrily): I'll tell you why. 
You’re so wrapped up in your silly 
program that you don’t care what 
happens to Mr. Filbert — or anyone 
else! You —all of you — have for- 
gotten that Mr. Filbert is a human 
being who doesn’t want to be a 
celebrity. You think that he’s some 
kind of specimen that can be sold on 
a TV show! You should be ashamed 
of yourselves! (Zo DuNKLE) You 
have a birdbath for a brain and you 
(To Tom) have a TV camera for a 
heart! (Softly to Fitsert) When 
that postal inspector gets back, I’ll 
insist that he release you. Every- 
thing’s going to be all right. 

Fi.Bert: You're very kind. 

Sopuie: If you want me to get rid of 
them, just say the word. (She takes 
a threatening step toward CREWMEN. 
One of the men defensively covers the 
TV lens.) 

Fitsert: No, Sophie, I am not a man 
of violence. 

Sopuie (Softer): Well, don’t worry. 
We'll see this thing through. (She 





pats his free hand reassuringly. 
Mavupe Fitsert and Miss Fiepe- 
LING enter right. When Muss 
FLEDGLING sees SOPHIE patting F1L- 
BERT’S hand, she nods righteously and 
nudges MAUDE.) 

Miss Fiepeuine: There! I told you, 
Maude. He’s with that woman 
again. 


Mavupe (Rushing forward): Oh, Cyrus! 


What’s the matter? 

Finpert: Maude! 
drops his hand.) 

Miss Fiepeiine: They’re all alike, 
Maude. I told you so! 

Maups (Turning): Please, Miss Fledg- 
ling. Don’t be so vindictive. 

Miss FLepGiinG: Vindictive? 
you can see what’s going on. 

Mavpe: I can see that my husband 
needs me. (T'urning) Oh, Cyrus, I 
was terribly worried when you 
didn’t show up at Trimble’s. 

FinBert (Sheepishly): It looks as 
though I made a fool of myself, 
Maude. (Gesturing) They want to 
make me a national celebrity, but I 
don’t want that. I want to go home 
—with you. 

Tom (7o CrEwMAN): Call the station. 
See that everything’s ready for the 
pickup. 

CrewMan: Check! (Exits left) 

Maupe: Of course, Cyrus! 
home together. 

Miss Fiepeiine (Insistently): Don’t 
let him fool you, Maude. Oh, I 
know men! When everything goes 
wrong, they want to go home! 
Humph! Now if I had my way — 

MAaupk (Quickly): This is our problem, 
Miss Fledgling, and I’ll thank you 
not to interfere. I’m tired of your 


(SopH1e quickly 


Well, 


We'll go 
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insinuations and your constant 
snooping. You know men, indeed! 
I don’t think any man could stand 
you! 

Miss Fiepeuina (Coldly): Well, it’s 
certainly obvious that I am_ not 
wanted here. 

Maups: You’re so right. Please go! 
(Miss FLEDGLING storms out right.) 

Sopuie: I —I’m terribly sorry, Mrs. 
Filbert. Mr. Filbert was trying to 
help me mail a letter and — 

Maupe: That’s all right, my dear. 
Mr. Filbert always tries to be help- 
ful. Of course, he gets into predica- 
ments sometimes but — that’s my 
Cyrus! (Examines mailbox) Let me 
have a look at that thing. 

FiuBert: It’s hopeless, Maude. My 
hand is stuck fast. (MAuvuDE re- 
moves hairpin from hair.) 

Mavupe: Well, suppose you let your 
wife have a go at it. (Inserts hairpin 
into screw on mailbox slot and sets to 
work. DUNKLE moves forward.) 

DunkKLE: Ahem — Filbert — 

Frupert: Yes, Mr. Dunkle? 

DunkKteE: Dreadfully sorry if I seemed 
a little rash. I regret all this TV 
nonsense. If there’s anything I 
can do — 

Fiupert: Thank you, Mr. Dunkle. 

DuNKLE (Gruffly): Forget it! Forget 
it! And we'll talk about that raise 
Monday morning, too. (7’o SopHte) 
I think that you opened my eyes, 
young woman. I'll expect you on 
the job Monday morning, too. I’m 
going home now. Ahem! 

Tom: What about the broadcast? 

Dunkue: I have a few suggestions 
about your show, but I don’t think 
that you’d appreciate them. Good 





night! (Hzits left. MAUDE straighiens 
and waves triumphantly.) 

Mavpe: There! I turned that little 
screw with the hairpin and — 
(FILBERT quickly removes his hand 
from the box.) 

Fiupert: I’m free! I’m free! 

Sopure: Wonderful! 

Tom: Terrible! The program’s ruined. 

Bix: And there goes my human-inter- 
est story. (FILBERT caresses MAUDE.) 

Fitspert: What would I ever do with- 
out you? 

Maupe: That’s what I’ve been trying 
to tell you for twenty-five years. 
There’s very little that a woman 
can’t do without a little ingenuity — 
and a hairpin. 

Fi.Bert: How did you do it? 

Mauve (Gesturing): I merely turned 
that little thingmagummy and the 
slot worked! Come along, Cyrus. 


We're going home. 
Fitsert: Well, Maude, I’d still like to 


do the town. I have the tickets for 
the show and it’s still not too late 
to pick up our dinner reservations. 

Mauve: We'll celebrate after all. 
(Points to mailbor) You know, it’s 
been quite an occasion. 

Fiuzert (Taking her arm): 1 think it’s 
brought us closer than we’ve ever 
been in twenty-five years. (They 
slowly exit left.) 

Sopure (Touched): Isn’t that lovely? 
Oh, I’m so happy for Mr. Filbert! 
He’s such a nice, little man. 

Bri (Slowly): Yes, a nice, little man. 
(Puts pad and pencil back into 
pocket) There are so many nice, little 
men in the world. So many — 

Tom: What about my program? We’re 
supposed to go on in a few minutes. 
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Buu: Forget it! It doesn’t seem im- 
portant now. (CREWMAN enters left. 
He waves his arms with excitement.) 

CrEwMAN: Hold everything, boss. 
Big news from headquarters! 

Tom: What’s up? 

CrEWMAN: There’s a guy over at the 
subway terminal. Got his head 
caught in the turnstile! 

Tom: How did that happen? 

CREWMAN: Who cares? It’s news. 
That’s the important thing. The 
chief ordered us to cover it. 

Tom (Excited): Great! We can get to 
the terminal in five minutes. Clear 
away that TV stuff. We’re going to 
the subway station. I hope this 
guy uses Pearly Toothpaste! (To 
CREWMAN) Call the office. Tell 
them to delay the telecast ten min- 
utes. Tell them to play some organ 
music. Tell them to shoot the 
sponsor! Tell them to do anything 
until we’re ready. Get going! 
(CREWMAN exits right.) 

Brit: Maybe I'll get my story after 
all. (SopHte turns but Bruu takes her 
arm.) Excuse me, Miss, but do you 
think you’d like to come along? 

Sopnte: Me? Why, Mr. — 

Bit: Bill. I’ve got a lot of explaining 
to do. You probably think I’m a 
heel — but that’s my job! 

Sopute: That’s all right. (Slowly) Yes, 
I think I'd like to go with you. 

Bruu: Maybe we can get coffee later. 

Sopu1e: Maybe. (zits right as Tom 
shouts orders at two CREWMEN) 

Tom: Get a move on, Frank! Pick up 
those cables! Don’t lag, Bert! We 
have a show to do! (Curtain.) 

THE END 
(Production Notes on page 66) 





Mud Pack Madness 


by Dawn and Marshall French 


Characters 
GINNY 
MARGE 
BARB 
KAREN 
LAURABELLE 

TrmE: The present; one evening. 

Serrine: The living room of Ginny’s 
house. 

At Rise: Ginny, BARB, MARGE and 
KarEN are seated about the room, 
setting their hair and talking. 

Ginny: I can’t imagine why we didn’t 
think of this before! A whole eve- 
ning to do each other’s hair, and 
nails and — Barb, would you give 
me a facial, later? 

Bars: Sure! (Filing nails) I’d sure 
like to give that bum, Danny, a 
facial. (Makes slapping motions 
viciously in the atr with her hands) 
Boy, would I give him a facial! He’d 
glow for weeks. 

Karen: All of this (Waves her hand at 
all of the nail polish, curlers, etc.) 
is all right, but I still say that to 
really get that old oooomph, a girl 
has to keep an eye on her figure! 

MARGE (Gets up to dig for a piece of 
cotton in her overnight bag that is 
sitting on a TV tray): If she doesn’t, 
nobody else will. 

Karen: There’s hot one of us here 
that couldn’t stand to trim down! 
(Stands and begins bending exercises, 
touching the floor with her hands. 
This continues through next several 
speeches. ) 
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Marae (Huffily): Speak for your cot- 
ton-pickin’ self! 

Ginny: No, now, I think Karen’s 
right. After we get our hair done up, 
let’s exercise to records! 

Marae: Speaking of hair, I’m not just 
positive that I want to have one of 
you characters experimenting on 
mine. 

Bars: Danny Martin had better get 
his head shaved, like Yul Brynner, 
before J see him again. 

Marce: Ummm. I think Yul Brynner 
is just the most! (Dreamily) You 
know, Danny would look just won- 
derful with his head shaved. If he 
doesn’t appeal to you — just send 
him along to me! 

Bars (Angrily): Just because I feel 
like yanking his hair out is no sign 
I want to throw him to you, Vam- 
pira! 

Ginny: Hey, now! We promised to 
not even talk about boys tonight. 
Remember, if we’re going to teach 
them a lesson, we'll just have to 
pretend they don’t even exist — for 
tonight, at least. 

Karen: What I don’t understand is 
how this is all going to do me any 
good. (Stops exercises and flops down 
on the floor) Ron doesn’t know I 
exist, so how can I ignore him? He 
never even notices me! 

Ginny: Now don’t you worry! When 
Ron gets around to noticing any- 
thing but a football, I’ll bet it will 
be you. 
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KareEN: He does think about me now, 
when he wants a notebook done. 
Bars (Jumps up, waving her comb): 

There! That was my big mistake! 
Notebooks! When I think of all the 
notebooks I’ve done for that big 
rock-headed idiot — and did I ever 

get one word of thanks? Did I? 

Marge (Innocently): Did you? 

Bars: That so and so just took me for 
granted! Tonight he can just won- 
der where I am. He can just eat 
his heart out waiting for me to get 
home. (She starts sniffling.) Mother 
has strict instructions not to tell 
him where I am! He can just — 
just cry the blues! 

Marce: Oh, brooo-ther! (Mocking her) 
He might die of a broken heart. 
I'll bet J could revive him, though. 

Bars (Gets up and starts for her): Oh, 
you — (Just then LAURABELLE ap- 
pears in the doorway, holding a large 
jar of something green.) 

Ginny: Oh, Laurabelle! 
settled in your room? 

Laura: Sure am, honey. Everything’s 
in apple-pie order. 

Ginny: Kids, this is my cousin Laura- 
belle. I told you about her. Her 
school’s on vacation right now, so 
we invited her here to stay for a 
while. Bet you can’t guess where 
she’s from? 

Marce: Well, corn my _pones, 
couldn’t imagine. 

Laura (Laughing): Oh, you, go on 
now. Ah haven’t that much of an 
accent, have ah? 

Ginny: You do have just a — ah — 
trace, Laurabelle. 

Laura: You know, girls, ah couldn’t 
help but overhear what you were 


Are you all 
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saying about teaching your boy 
friends a lesson. 

Bars: I’ll just bet! 

Laura: It’s none of my business, but, 
ah sure would think mighty care- 
fully before ah went overboard on 
this sort of thing. Men are sure 
funny critters! 

Bars: Critters is right! 
beasts! Believe me, 
taming! 

Karen: I’m trying to get one to tame. 

Marae: I’m still not so sure about this 
whole thing, but it stands to reason 
that it’ll sure be noticed if I’m out 
of circulation for even one evening. 
(Stands up, primping) 

Laura: If you all are sure of what 
you’re doing, I reckon it’s all right. 
Anyway, I brought something with 
me that you might like to see — 
and you all can use it if you would 
like to. (Holds up the jar) 

Ginny: What is it? (Takes bottle) 
Listen! Granny Garthman’s Good 
Old-Fashioned Gumbo Grease for 
Greying Gooey Complexions. 

Bars: Sounds like embalming fluid. 

Laura: Ah know it sounds just dread- 
ful — but you’d be amazed at the 
results! 

Ginny: Come to think of it, I’ve been 
needing something to get some color 
in my cheeks. Does this really work? 

Laura: It sure does! Would you like 
to try it? 

KAREN: Seems to me that deep knee 
bends and standing on your head for 
half an hour would do the same 
thing. (Doubtful) I don’t think I 
want that stuff on my face. 

MarcGe: Personally, I don’t have a 
very flat head, like some people I 


More like 
mine needs 








know. I’ll try it — (Quickly) but 
somebody else can go first! 

Ginny: I guess, if you’re sure it works, 
Laurabelle. (She pulls her hatr back 
and ties a towel around it.) I’m 
ready. (She sits down at a TV table, 
closes here eyes and screws up her 
face.) 

Laura: Relax, honey. Ah’m not gonna 
hurt you! This is just nice and cool. 
Sort of soothing, in fact. (Starts 
smoothing the stuff from the jar onto 
GINNY’S face) 

Marce: Ugh! What’s it like Ginny? 

Ginny: Well-l — 

Bars: Couldn’t feel any worse than 
it looks! 

Ginny: Why, it’s not bad, not bad at 
all! 

Karen: Here, I'll try some. (Dips 
her fingers into the jar, starts dabbing 
the stuff on) 


Marce (Dabs a little on her hand): 


Hmmm. Well, here goes! (Puts tt 
on her face) 

Bars: Here’s mud in your eye, Danny 
old boy! (Slaps it on her face. All 
apply thick layers of it.) 

Marce: I wonder if this stuff can 
actually make me better looking 
than I already am? 

Bars (Sarcastic): It would be hard to 
improve on such rare and flawless 
beauty! 

Marcas: I didn’t mean that, crazy! 

Ginny: If you girls want to look at a 
couple of living dolls, take a peek in 
the mirror. (Hands them the mirror.) 

Marae (Screams sharply): What have 
I done to myself? Who is this 
Granny Garthman, anyway? A 
witch doctor? 
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Karen: Here, let me see — (Wails) 
Ohbhh noooo! 

Bars: Karen, you have to admit, 
Ron would notice you now! (Sud- 
denly gets an idea) Quick, a camera! 
Boy, what a picture! Couldn’t I 
blackmail you, Marge, you old mud- 
hen? (She rummages in overnight 
bag for a camera, then gets the flash 
attachment.) Boy oh boy! Here I 
come, ready or not! 

Ginny: You don’t look any better than 
they do! 

Laura: Sure enough, honey. That’s 
right! 

Bars: Yes, but I’m trying to make 
Danny suffer. (She tries to focus on 
KAREN, who hides her face, then on 
MarGeE, who throws a towel over her 
head. She tries KAREN again and 
KAREN starts running around the 
room, hiding her face.) 

KarEN (Running): Oh, no, Barb, 
don’t! Please! Don’t! I'll shoot 
myself if a picture of this gets out. 
Oh, no, don’t — wait now — (She 
runs out of the room with BARB right 
behind her.) 

Laura: Oh, my, they shouldn’t go out- 
side with that stuff on. They might 
cause an accident. (Door opens and 
both Karen and Bars back rigidly 
into the room, looking frightened. Sud- 
denly they turn and start talking at 
once.) 

Bars: Hide, everybody! Hide, quickly! 

Ginny: What’s wrong? 

Laura: Goodness gracious, what’s the 
flurry? 

Karen: It’s — it’s — oh, hide me! 
(Runs behind the sofa.) 

Ginny: What on earth is wrong? 

Laura: Who? 





Karen (Sticks her head up from behind 
the couch): The boys! 

Ginny: Let’s get this junk off! 

MarceE: I’m ruined — just ruined! 
Where’s a towel? Why did I ever 
agree to this? 

Bars (Undecided): I ought to leave 
mine on, just to give Danny a shock, 
but somehow, I just can’t. (Grabs 
a towel) 

Laura (Quickly excusing herself): Since 
you girls are all busy, I’ll go to tell 
the boys to wait till you come out. 

Bars: Halt! Don’t do me any favors. 
(Grabs Laura’s arm and spins her 
around) I’m not coming out! I’m 
going to teach that jerk a lesson, if 
it kills me! 

Laura (Center stage): You girls 
shouldn’t feel that way. In South 
Carolina, we treat our men like real 
gentlemen. 

Marce: So? 
gentlemen! 

Lavra: No, now, you all know what I 
mean. We just treat them like 
kings. We surely do. Why, do you 
know that when my old boy friend, 
Jefferson Lee Davis, came calling 
on me, J used to give him candy! 

Karen: You did? Do you still go 
with him? 

Laura: Now, that’s a touchy little 
old subject, honey. I do declare, I 
don’t want to talk about it, much. 

Ginny: Come on, Laura. Do you? 
(The girls have stopped removing the 
make-up temporarily.) 

Lavra: You all aren’t interested in 
me! Now tell me true — are you 
really going through with this plan 
to punish your sweet little old boy 
friends? 


Maybe they are real 
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Bars: You bet your sweet little old 
life! 

Marce: I’m not exactly punishing 
them, just sort of playing on their 
emotions! 

Bars: You'd think she owned an army. 

Karen: I’m just trying to get some- 
one to punish. 

Laura: If you all are sure — guess I'll 
just keep them entertained. We 
southern girls don’t leave a herd of 
handsome boys running around 
loose. Besides that, you girls may 
be kind of busy. (She smiles know- 
ingly and exits waving her hanky at 
them.) 

Ginny: I wonder what she meant. 
(Rubs face with towel) 

MarGE: You know, something about 
that little magnolia blossom rubs me 
wrong. She’s up to something! 
(Rubs face with towel) Wonder why 
she really came here in the first 
place. Hey — (She rubs harder.) 
Hey! This isn’t coming off! 

Bars: Try sandpaper, dearie. (Smiles 
sweetly) 

Ginny: Kids, do your faces feel funny? 
Mine’s beginning to feel so stiff and 
hard — 

Karen: Mine, too — it’s all crackly 
around my eyes — and it’s hard 
for me to smile. Oh, it feels awful — 

Bars: Mine’s getting hard, too. It’s 
just like cement. It’s hard even to 
talk. 

Marce: That’s a blessing. You're 
right — it 7s hard to talk! Almost 
impossible! (The girls’ speech be- 
comes stiff and comes slowly.) 

Ginny: I can just barely move my 
mouth. This is terrible! 

Mares: If I ever get my hands on that 











charming little cousin of yours, [ll 
shove Granny Garthman down her 
throat! 

Bars: Try to scrape it off. (She takes 
out a fingernail file and scrapes at 
the goo.) Ginny, get her. Make her 
tell us how to get it off. (The Grris 
are clawing frantically at their faces 
and are bent into all sorts of odd 
positions. ) 

Ginny: I can’t — she just left, with 
Danny! 

Marce: We can’t just stay around 
with this on us! Do something! 

KarEN: But what? 

Bars: Did you say — Laurabelle, 
with Danny? (GrnNny nods.) 

MarGeE (Spitefully): He’s sure learn- 
ing his lesson! 

Bars: Oh — 

Ginny: Come on, girls, let’s put our 
heads together and think of a way 
out of this. There must be some- 
thing to take it off. (THe Grris 
sit in a circle on the floor.) 

Karen: What about spot remover? 

Marae: You leave my freckles alone. 
Jack thinks they’re cute! 

Bars: That would probably do it, but 
I’d rather keep my skin. 

Ginny: What about vinegar? (THe 
Girts nod.) I'll go get some. 
(Exits opposite from door leading out- 
side) 

Karen: I knew we should have stuck 
to exercises. 

Marae (Looking in mirror): My face, 
my beautiful face — what have I 
done to you? 

KarEN: I'll take a good old-fashioned 
charley horse in my back any day, 
compared to this! 


Bars: Danny left with Laurabelle! 
Danny? 

Ginny (Hurries back in): Here, I'll 
try it first. (She wipes vinegar on 
her face.) Oh, kids, it doesn’t work! 
(All wail together.) 

Bars: She’s trying to steal Danny! 

MarceE: Trying? 

KaREN: Quick, call the drug store. 
They'll have something. 

Ginny: Here, I'll do it. (Goes to phone, 
and dials) Hello? Prescription de- 
partment please. Hello? Sir, could 
you tell me how to remove Granny 
Garthman’s Gumbo Grease? No, 
no, it isn’t a disease! What? No, 
I’m not joking. It’s all over my 
face! Of course I haven’t seen a 
doctor ... Why would I needa... 
I’m not sick . . . It’s for the com- 
plexion! Oh. Then, give me the 
cosmetic department! Hello? Cos- 
metic counter? Can you please tell 
me how to remove Granny Garth- 
man’s Gumbo Grease for . . . what? 
What? But I just talked to the 
prescription department. No, don’t 
bother. Forget it. I don’t want a 
doctor . . . I don’t think I do any- 
way. (Hangs up) 

Bars: No luck, huh? 

MarGeE: I have some nail polish re- 
mover. That takes anything off! 
Bars: As I said before, I value my 

skin! 

Karen (Engrossed in something hap- 
pening outside): Girls, look out 
there! (Points out) 

Maree: She’s returning to the scene 
of the crime! 

Bars: Let’s get her in here and get 
this stuff off. Ginny, you call her in. 

Ginny: Me? I’m not going to show 





my face out that door! You call her! 

Bars: And let Danny see me? Marge, 
how about you? 

Manas: Listen, doll, I have my public 
to think about! Not this kid! (All 
turn toward KAREN who starts back- 
ing off.) 

Karen: Why me? Oh, all right. But 
if Ron laughs, I’ll die — just die, 
and it’ll be your fault! 

Ginny: Here, put this over your head, 
then he won’t know who it is. 
(Hands her a towel) 

Bars: Disguise your voice, too. 
(She helps arrange the towel on 
KareEn’s head.) Go on now! 

Karen (Sticks her head reluctantly out 
the door): Laurabelle? (She uses a 
high squeaky voice, but pulls her head 
right back in.) I can’t! He’s out 
there! 

Manrce: Come on, call her again. My 
face is beginning to itch! I have to 
get this stuff off — hurry! (Pushes 
her almost completely out the door) 

Karen: Oh, stop! — Laurabelle — 
Laurabelle, will you please come in 
here for a minute — please? (Pulls 
her head back in) 

Ginny: Oh, my face itches, too. 
golly — 

Bars: Stop talking about it or mine 
will, too. (Scratches her face) You 
don’t suppose this stuff is pulverized 
poison ivy, do you? (THe Grris 
are scratching away, when LauRA- 
BELLE appears, smiling sweetly.) 

Laura: Did you girls want to see me? 
Why, gracious, what’s the matter? 

Marce (Starts toward her threaten- 
ingly): You monster! You planned 
this all the time! 


Oh, 
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Laura: Why, whatever are you talking 
about? 

Bars: Did you enjoy your walk with 
Danny? Did he try to hold your 
hand — or — 

Laura: Oh, my, yes. We had a lovely 
walk — and, (She giggles a little) 
to tell the truth, he did sort of keep 
my hands warm. Ah forgot my 
gloves you see, and he — oh, dear! 
He isn’t your beau? Is he? (In- 
nocently) 

Ginny: Talk about that later. Right 
now for heaven’s sake, tell us how to 
get this stuff off! 

Laura: You all mean I forgot to give 
you the antidote for Granny Garth- 
man’s Good Old-Fashioned Gumbo 
Grease for Greying — 

MarGeE: Yes, that’s what we mean! 
Now, for heaven’s sake. Come on, 
give! 

Ginny: Antidote! Maybe we do need 
a doctor! 

Laura (Laughs): You know, girls, if 
I give you the antidote, then I won’t 
have all those good-looking boys 
flocking around me like black- 
birds! 

Bars: Danny will look like a plucked 
chicken when I’m through with him! 
Kept your hands warm, nuts! 

MarcGeE: Yes, and the rest of those 
blackbirds are going to hear from 
me. We may fight the Civil War 
all over again! 

Laura: Now, you girls just have the 
wrong idea. Why, those .boys are 
the sweetest little old things. It 
really upsets me when I think about 
you all mistreating them. 

Karen: Are you going to get this stuff 
off us? 





Laura: As I was saying, I can’t be 
around all the time, to keep those 
boys feeling proud and pert. Why, 
when I go home to South Carolina, 
I’d know you were back here, un- 
doing all the good I’ve done. Men- 
folk just ought to be treated like 
kings. That’s what I’ve always been 
brought up to, and I truly think it’s 
the only right way. 

Ginny: Please, Laurabelle, give us the 
antidote. 

Bars: I hate to do this, but I promise 
not to say anything to Danny, if 
only you'll get this junk off. 

MarGeE: Please, Laurabelle. This is 
like medieval torture! 

Laura: If you all will truly agree not 
to say one mean ole’ word to those 
boys, and treat them like us southern 
girls treat our beaus, from now on. 
(All THE GrRus nod and agree, answer- 
ing “‘yes,” etc.) All right then, the 
antidote is — (Phone rings.) Oh, 
my, that just may be for me. I’d 
better get it. 

MarceE (Jumps in front of her): Oh, 
no you don’t. You fix up the stuff 
to take this goo off. J’ll get the 
phone! 

Laura: If it’s for me, call me. 
to kitchen) 

Marge: Hello — what? South Caro- 
lina! (Covers the phone and talks to 
THe Grrus) Hey, kids, it’s South 
Carolina. (Back to the phone) Who? 
Who’s calling? Jefferson Lee Davis! 
For Miss Laurabelle Prescott? Why, 
yes — yes, I’ll call her! Hold on a 
second! (7’o THE Grrus) Quick, see if 
she’s got the antidote ready yet. 
Now we'll get a real sickening dose 
of that southern sweet talk. Who 


(Exits 


knows? Maybe we'll learn some- 
thing. No boy ever called me long 
distance from this far away! 

Bars: Much as she hates to admit it! 

Ginny: She’s coming with it. Will I 
be glad to get rid of this awful goop. 

Karen: I feel like somebody put itch- 
ing powder in my makeup. 

Laura (Entering with cosmetic jar): 
Here it is, girls. Is it for me? (Goes 
to the phone) 

Maree: It sure is. Here. Nowlet me 
at that antidote, quick! (THe Grris 
start smearing it on their faces as they 
listen to LAURABELLE. ) 

Laura: Hello... Why, Jefferson Lee 
Davis! Why are you calling me? 
How sweet, Jefferson! Our little 
old misunderstanding? Why, ah 
haven’t thought a thing about it... 
Why bless your little old heart. No, 
no it wasn’t your fault at all, Jeffie. 
What? Well now, Jeffie, ah wouldn’t 
exactly say it was my fault either. 
Not really. Now would you? 

MarGe (Wiping face): Oh, so that’s 
why she’s here — had a little old 
misunderstanding with Jeffie. (Szghs) 
It’s good to have my face back. 

KaRrEN: Me, too. 

Bars: I thought southern girls didn’t 
have arguments with their beaus. 
Treat them like kings and all that 
jazz. 

Laura: Jefferson Lee, ah honestly 
don’t think that it was all my fault. 
Matter of fact, seems to me that it 
was more like all your fault. What? 
Now, you listen to me, Jefferson Lee 
Davis, I don’t want to hear any 
more back talk from the likes of you. 
When I come home, do you know 
what you’re going to mean to me? 
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About as much as a nasty little old 
boll weevil! That’s what! And fur- 
thermore . . . (She looks at the girls, 
who are staring, then turns her back 
and takes the phone upstage slightly.) 

Karen (Laura can be heard slightly 
in the back): She doesn’t treat him 
much like a king! 

Marce: Sure she does . . . King of the 
Boll Weevils! (THe Grrus stifle 
laughs and strain to hear Laura.) 

Laura: Besides that, you, sir, are a 
cad! You are a worm, a regular low- 
down stinker, and nothing would 
please me more than never laying 
these big southern eyes on you again! 
Mr. Davis, sir, you had better be 
long gone when I step off that train 
or I'll . . . (Curtain starts closing) 
sure fix your wagon ... the very 
idea! Letting that Melinda Matson 
stand there at the cotillion and bat 
her goo goo eyes at you, all evening 
long! You just take me for granted, 
Jefferson Lee Davis. (Curtain closes.) 


THE END 
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Enchanted, ’'m Sure 


by James R. Chisholm 


Characters 
Ben Canny, a book publisher 
GILETTE DE Rais, a witch 
Don CHALANT, a writer 
Miss Cuance, Ben’s secretary 
WILLiAM, his office boy 
POLICEMAN 

Time: Early afternoon. 

Sertinc: The office of Ben Canny, 
president of Haphazard House Pub- 
lishing Company. 

At Rise: Ben Canny, @ short, middle- 
aged man, sits behind his desk, talk- 
ing to Don CHALANT, @ young 


writer, who lounges in one of the 
chairs. BEn is reading some papers, 
then he takes off his glasses and 


points them emphatically at the writer. 

Ben: Don, I’m sorry, but we just can’t 
give you another advance on that 
book. 

Don (Rising): But, Ben, this is by 
Don Chalant! I’m one of your best 
authors. Why, my last book sold — 

Ben: Don, I’ve been president of 
Haphazard House for some time 
now, and you’ve worked with our 
company since we took a chance on 
your first book. Have you known 
me to judge a book on sentiment or 
past performance? 

Don (Sitting wearily): No, Ben. I'll 
say that for you, you are fair. You 
judge them all on their own merits. 

Brn: Then believe me, Don. Your 
book needs work. As it is, it’s not 
worth the advance. (Leans back in 
chair) Now, I have a book in mind 


that will get an advance. This one 
can’t miss! (Looks at his watch) In 
fact, the young lady who wrote it 
has an appointment with me in just 
a few minutes. Stay a minute, Don! 
I’d like to tell you about her. It 
may give you some ideas. 

Don (Looks al his watch): All right, 
Ben. Just a little while, though. 

Brn: That’s fine. Excuse me. (Presses 
button on intercom) Miss Chance, 
could you send the office boy in, 
please? Thank you. (Jo Don) I 
have to send for the newspaper. 
Want to check our ads in the book 
section. 

Wru1aM (Fniers): Yes, Mr. Canny? 

Bren: Oh! You’re new here, aren’t 
you? I’m afraid I’ve forgotten your 
name. 

Wir: William, sir. 

BEN: Well, I don’t stand on formality. 
We'll call you Billy, eh? I suppose 
your friends call you that. 

Wuu1am: No, sir — William. 

Bren: What, nobody calls a boy your 
age Willy or Bill? 

Wiruiam: No, sir, just William. 

Ben: But, why? 

Wri: It’s my name, sir. 
shakes his head.) 

Ben: Well, William, suppose you go 
down to the corner and pick up the 
afternoon newspaper. 

Wiuiam: Yes, Mr. Canny. (Siarts off 
right) 

Bren (Points off left): Go this way, 
through the files. It’s shorter. 


(BEN 











(WiLL1AM exits left. Bun turns to 
Don.) I like to take a personal inter- 
est in my employees, Don. Now, 
with an office boy (Gestures toward 
the departed Wiiu1AM) like him — I 
feel that a youngster like that de- 
serves — well, not only the oppor- 
tunity but also encouragement in 
being a healthy young American 
boy. You know — the kind of boy 
who thrives on give and take, roots 
hard for the old baseball team. A 
real young man! (Looks after WiL- 
LIAM again, shakes his head.) I don’t 
know what young people are coming 
to — 

Don (Impatiently): Look, Ben —if I 
can’t get any money out of you, 
there are other things I’d like to do. 
Now, what about this girl and her 
masterpiece? 

Bren: Well, Don — (Leans forward) I 
found her a few weeks ago in the 
slush pile. 

Don: What? 

Ben: I mean her book. In among the 
unsolicited manuscripts. I took one 
off the top of the pile — and there it 
was: The Autobiography of a Modern 
Witch! 

Don: I might have known it. You 
never could resist that sort of thing. 

Brn (Rising from his chair. He walks 

about the room as he talks, emphasiz- 

ing his statemenis with his glasses): 

Don, you know what publishing 

means to me. It’s much more than 

just a business. It’s — it’s a crusade! 

Haphazard House is dedicated to 

waging war on superstition — to 

eliminating it from the world. Super- 
stition! The lurking enemy of 


progress — 


Don (In resignation): Here we go! 

Brn: My kids, Don! (Takes a framed 
picture from his desk.) There they 
are with their little black kitten, 
Lucky! They’re going to grow up 
unafraid, in a world free of — 

Don: What’s this got to do with The 
Autobiography of a Modern Witch, 
Ben? 

Ben (Slaps his hand on the desk): 
That’s just it! This girl, this new- 
comer that nobody has ever heard of, 
has written the most subtle, the most 
biting satire on the belief in witches 
that you could imagine. This Miss 
de Rais — 

Don (Rubs the back of his neck): De 
Rais, did you say? Funny. That 
sounds familiar. What’s the book 
about? 

Ben (Sitting down): The heroine is 
supposed to be a young girl, living 
today and actually practising witch- 
craft — right in this city! It’s writ- 
ten like an autobiography and it’s 
so delicate and subtle that it almost 
seems serious. Why, Miss de Rais 
even has the witch claim — (Takes 
a paper off his desk) well, listen to 
this passage that I’ve just been 
checking over. (Reads dramatically) 
“and on the last thirty-first of 
October, the same being the oc- 
casion of our annual witches’ Sabbat 
and cookout, a large number of us 
did secretly repair to the cellar of 
Felsenkopf’s Delicatessen on Central 
Avenue, being aware that Felsen- 
kopf had gone on his annual vaca- 
tion and would not discover us. We 
did gain admittance to the cellar 
with the aid of Felsenkopf’s store 
assistant, one Haircut Harrington, a 











well-known juvenile delinquent and 
also one of our apprentice wizards. 
There we all spent the night indulg- 
ing in an unspeakable orgy, of which 
I shall presently speak —’’ How do 
you like that for humor, boy? 

Don: Sounds pretty gruesome to me. 
You’re sure she doesn’t mean it? 

Bren: I guess you just don’t appre- 
ciate — (There ts a knock on the door 
left. It opens and WiL.1AM enters. 
He puts the newspaper on the desk.) 

Wiuram: There it is, sir. Mr. Canny, 
after you’ve finished it, would it be 
all right if I looked at it? There’s 
something — 

Ben: Of course, boy. Want to read the 
score of the ball game, eh? Well, we 
all — 

WiuuraM: No, sir, the ballet. They’re 
doing Swan Lake at the — 

Ben: Go! (WriuraM, looking rather 


shocked, exits right.) 

Don (Takes paper from BrEn’s desk. 
Glances at front page): Well, what do 
you know? Somebody escaped from 


the mental hospital. Lady under 
observation before the police put her 
on trial. May be dangerous. Seems 
nice looking from the picture. 

Ben: You never can tell what any- 
body looks like from those news- 
paper pictures. They had one of 
me once — made me look like an old 
man. 

Don: That’s true. (Ezcitedly) Say, 
get this, Ben! This woman that es- 
caped thinks she’s a witch. She had 
some heavy object concealed in her 
handbag and slugged the attendant 
when his back was turned. He says 
that before she escaped she kept 
muttering, “I must get him out of 
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the way. I must dispose of him!” 
(To Ben, teasing) You don’t sup- 
pose it could ever be your new little 
author, do you? You’d better watch 
yourself with her, Ben! 

Bren: Suppose you stop being silly, 
Don. Just how far can your pro- 
fessional jealousy go? (Sits thought- 
fully on the edge of his desk) I'll tell 
you something, though — that witch 
publicity about that woman should 
help us to put on a big build-up in 
advertising that book. 

Don: You always have an answer, 
Ben. Well, I’ll have to amble along, 
now. If I get any ideas I might drop 
back. (The intercom buzzes.) 

Bren: Excuse me. (He answers it.) 
Yes, Miss Chance? Miss de Rais? 
Send her right in. (To Don) Just a 
moment, Don. Let me introduce you 
before you leave. 

Don: Sure. (GILeTTE DE Rails enters. 
She is tall, slim, and darkly beautiful. 
She wears black.) 

Ben (Taking her hand): Miss de Rais! 
I’m Ben Canny — it’s so good to 
meet you after communicating by 
mail and telephone these last weeks. 
My! I must say your picture will 
look good on our book jacket. Maybe 
sell a few more copies. (Chuckles) 

GiLeTTe: It makes me very happy to 
be here, Mr. Canny. 

Bren: Why don’t you call me Ben? I 
don’t stand on formality. Makes it 
easier to work together. 

Don: Ben, I’m going along now. I'll 
either drop back or call if I can think 
of any story changes that will get me 
that advance. 

Ben: Oh, I’m sorry, Don. Don, I’d like 
you to meet Miss de Rais. Gilette, 





this is Don Chalant, one of our best 
authors. 

Don: So nice, Miss de Rais. Gilette? 
That’s a sharp name. I don’t be- 
lieve I’ve ever heard it before. 

GitETTE: It’s feminine for Gilles. My 
father wanted a boy, and Gilles is a 
traditional name in our family. 

Don: How interesting! Well, I’m 
afraid I’ll have to leave you two to 
talk business. Good-bye, Miss de 
Rais. Don’t forget that advance, 
Ben. (Starts to open door) 

Ben: You do some work on that book, 
Don—then we'll see about it. 
(Don waves, smiling, starts out door. 
He stops, turns for a moment, looking 
at GILETTE in a puzzled manner, 
shrugs, and exits.) Fine boy, Don. 
(Holds chair) Won’t you sit down, 
Gilette? May I call you Gilette? 
You know how I feel about for- 
mality. 

GILerTTeE (Sitting): Please do — Ben. 

BEN (Sitting at his desk): Did you read 
Don’s last book? It was a wonderful 
exposé of superstition — Inside 
Santa Claus. 

GILETrE (Smiling): No, I don’t be- 
lieve I did. Did you get a chance to 
read the revised ending to my book, 
Ben? 

Ben: Yes, I did, Gilette. Your style is 
as subtle as ever—but (More 
seriously), there are several things 
I’d like to discuss. We may have to 
make some more revisions. (Rising, 
once again he walks as he talks, and 
punctuates with his glasses.) You 
know, Gilette, this book means a 
great deal to me. I’ve always had a 
deep interest in subjects like witch- 
craft and the Black Arts. 


GitetTe (Startled): Really! You 
didn’t seem like the sort. Tell me — 
are you active in your interest? 

Ben (Looks at her): Active? Why, yes. 
You might say so. 

GiLtetTE: Why, this is fascinating! I 
must admit that when I came here I 
hardly expected to meet another — 
shall we say, devotee? 

Ben: Well, yes — you might put it 
that way. You know, Gilette, I’ve 
always hated superstition! 

GiLetre: Superstition? What does 
that have to do with it? 

Ben: Superstition — the belief in 
things that don’t exist! 

GiLerre: Well, that’s true. I suppose 
it is a waste of time. 

BEN (Slaps hand on his desk): Exactly! 
Do you see the picture? A world, 
standing still, wasting its time on un- 
real things like — oh, witchcraft, 
for one! 

Gitetre (Shocked): Witchcraft! Un- 
real? Oh, I see! Yes, now I under- 
stand your interest in it. Yes, I see. 
(She laughs, then she sees the news- 
paper that Don has left on the table. 
She looks at Bren, who has turned 
away, stares at the paper, and hastily 
turns it over, hiding the headlines.) 

Ben: I’m glad you see, Gilette. I 
want you to know what it means to 
me to be able to publish a book such 
as your Autobiography of a Modern 
Witch, a book which so delicately 
satirizes belief in such things. (Whirls 
to face her) What do you say to that? 

Guerre: I hardly know what to say. 
Your beliefs are such a surprise to 
me. 

Ben (Chuckles): Oh, you mean the 
strength of those beliefs. (Crosses to 





door, left) Vil get your manuscript 
so that we can discuss it carefully, 
Gilette. It’s right here in the file 
room. (Exits) 

Gitetre: Take your time. (She 
snatches up the newspaper and glances 
at the headlines. She reads aloud, to 
herself.) Woman escapes mental 
hospital — under observation — 
claims she is a witch — slugs guard 
with loaded handbag — Oh, my! 
(She hastily folds the paper and 
stuffs it into her handbag. She sits 
down and smooths her skirt as BEN 
comes in with the manuscript and sits 
at the desk.) 

Ben: Here it is. (There is a knock at 
the door right, and WiLL1AM enters.) 

Wituiam: Excuse me, Mr. Canny — 
but could I look at the newspaper? 
Before he left Mr. Chalant said that 
a lady had escaped from the mental 


hospital, and I was wondering if it 
was Rubashka, the mad ballerina. 
Of course, I’m too young to have 
seen her perform, but — 

Ben (Strained): Take the paper and 
go — go! 

Witu1aM (Looking around): I don’t see 


it, Mr. Canny. (Grierre clutches 
her handbag tighter.) 

Ben: Your friend, Mr. Chalant, prob- 
ably took it with him. Why don’t 
you go back down to the corner and 
get another one? (GILETTE winces.) 
This time go the long way and don’t 
bring it in until you’ve finished 
reading it. Now — go! 

Wituiam (At door right): Yes, Mr. 
Canny. This is decent of you, sir. 
(Exits) 

Ben: Well, Gilette, I guess we’d better 


pose we have much time to spare. 

Giterre (Looks after Wruutam): I 
don’t! 

Bren (Picks up manuscript): Now 
about this title, The Autobiography 
of a Modern Witch — we may have 
to change that. Why, together with 
the way you used your own name 
for the witch — (Chuckles) people 
might take it seriously and think 
you were the witch! (GILETTE gives a 
forced smile.) We'll want a name 
that will sell — something like Jn- 
side Hades or Witchcraft Confi- 
dential. (There is a knock on the door 
and Miss CuHANcE enters. She is 
prim, graying, also wears horn- 
rimmed glasses.) 

Miss Cuance: I’m sorry, Mr. Canny, 
but there seems to be something 
wrong with the intercom. 

Ben: Really? Make a note to have it 
repaired. Is there anything else? 
Miss Cuance: Yes, there’s a call from 
Mr. Chalant. He seems quite ex- 

cited about something — 

Ben: Oh, that advance! Tell him I’m 
too busy right now. He’ll try to 
argue, but you just hang up. Can’t 
be polite with someone like Don 
when it’s about money. And, oh, 
Miss Chance, see if you can get some 
coffee for Miss de Rais and myself. 
We may be working on these revi- 
sions for seme time. 

Miss Cuance: Yes, Mr. Canny. (zits) 

Grete: So your intercommunication 
machine doesn’t work. 

Ben: Hm? Oh, no. Well, about this 
police lieutenant, that you have for 
the secret leader of your coven, or 
group of witches — what’s his name? 


get down to business. I don’t sup- Grverre: Lieutenant Henry Eldritch, 
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a very evil man. He would stop at 
nothing to prevent the public from 
knowing what he is. 

BEN: We'll have to change that name. 
Henry Eldritch! Just doesn’t sound 
real, somehow. Now could you ex- 
plain these revisions on your closing 
chapters? Why did you decide to 
change your ending? (BEN, who has 
been gesturing with his glasses, puts 
them before him on the desk.) 

GILerTe: Certainly, Ben. (Rising, she 
goes to his desk. She opens the manu- 
script to a certain page, and points it 
out to Ben.) There is the original 
ending. I — the witch reforms when 
her autobiography is published, be- 
cause it was her desire for fame and 
importance that led me — her — 
into becoming a witch. (She idly 


fingers Brn’s glasses.) Having her 
diary — novel — published, gives 


her enough fame so that she can be 
satisfied with being an ordinary girl. 

Ben: I thought that was good! What 
made you decide to change to the 
blood-and-thunder ending that you 
have now? 

GILETTE (She walks while she is talking, 
and, like BEN, punctuates her sen- 
tences with his glasses): Yes, Ben. 
(Sadly) It would have been a very 
nice ending. (Bitterly) But life is not 
like that — it could not be! 

Ben: I see what you mean — you 
wanted realism! 

GILETTE: Realism? Oh, yes. Yes. We 
must have realism. I — she would 
have been so happy, but that hor- 
rible Lieutenant Eldritch, the leader 
of the local witches, could not afford 
to be unmasked as what he is. Posing 
as a respectable police official! He 
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learned about the book and knew 
that he must stop it. First, he had 
to discredit me. He had me arrested 
as a madwoman, but I escaped. 

Ben: It’s easy to see why you’re such 
a good writer, Gilette! You really 
put yourself into the place of the 
people in your book. 

Giterre: What? Oh, yes. The book. 
Her escape gave the witch one last 
chance to regain the good graces of 
the coven — the other witches! 

Ben: But, Gilette, why do you have 
her try to kill the publisher of her 
book? He seems to be a decent 
enough fellow. 

Giette: Don’t you see? Only he has 
read her manuscript! If she can 
destroy him and recover the manu- 
script (Ben glances doubtfully at the 
manuscript in his hands.) Lieutenant 
Eldritch will remain undiscovered. 
He will let her stay free. (She looks 
at his desk, puts down his glasses, and 
picks up the picture.) This picture! 
These must be your children. So 
pretty. 

Ben (Proudly): Yes, that’s young 
Henry and Penelope — we call them 
Henny and Penny. Wonderful kids! 

GiLetre (Very curious): Who is this 
with them? 

Bren: Let’s see. (Looks at picture, 
chuckles) Oh, that’s Lucky, their 
black cat. 

Giuette: Hmm, he looks (A slight 
pause, then suggestively) familiar! 
(There is a knock on the door right 
and Miss CHANCE enters, bringing a 
tray with the coffee. She places it on 
BEn’s desk.) 

Miss Cuance: Here’s your coffee, 
Mr. Canny. Mr. Chalant called 





again, more excited than ever. He 
started to say something about a 
newspaper, but I hung right up on 
him. 

Ben: Very good, Miss Chance. That’s 
the only way to handle Don! Tell 
you what, we should be working on 
this for the rest of the day. I won’t 
be needing you, so you may leave 


early if you like. William can handle . 


any calls. 

Miss Cuance (Looks at Grterre): Oh, 
won’t that be nice, Mr. Canny! 
Thank you. (Exits) 

G1LeErTe: It’s so nice of you, Ben, to 
treat your employees so well — let- 
ting that woman go home early. 

Ben: Oh, she deserves it. She’s a hard 
worker. (Chuckles) Now, don’t you 
worry, we still have William here as 
a chaperone. 

Gierte: J’m not afraid. 


Ben (Looking through 
Now, let’s see — where’s that part 
that — (GrLerre, who has maneu- 
vered behind him, raises her handbag 
above her head with both hands. At the 
sound of a knock on the door right, she 
hastily lowers it and puts one hand 


manuscript) : 


on the back of Brn’s chair. Miss 
Cuance, her hat and coat now on, 
enters.) 

Miss Cuance: I’m going along now, 
Mr. Canny. (Looks at Giterre) I 
thought you’d want to know. 

Ben: Yes, yes. Good afternoon, Miss 
Chance. 

Miss Cuance: Mr. Chalant called 
again. He started to say something 
about the police, but I hung right up. 

Bren: Good, good. What that boy 
won’t try, to get money! Is there 
something else, Miss Chance? 


Miss CuHance (Looking archly at 
GILETrTe): William will be here, Mr. 
Canny. I told him what to do— 
(Pause) if Mr. Chalant should call 
again. Good-bye. (Ezits) 

Ben: She seems to be behaving oddly 
today. I can’t understand it, but 
then I never was too fast at catching 
on to people’s actions. Books are 
more in my line. (Turns back to his 
manuscript, while again GILETTE 
starts to raise her handbag) Now I 
lost my place! That part I was look- 
ing for should be about — (Once 
again there is a knock and GILETTE 
resumes her position. WILLIAM en- 
ters right.) 

Gitertre: Your office is a busy place, 
Ben. 

Wiiuram: Mr. Chalant called again, 
sir. He started to say something 
about you not listening to him and 
that he was warning you. Then I 
hung up like Miss Chance told me. 

Ben: Good! Can you imagine that, 
Gilette? Him trying to warn me? 
Huh! Threats certainly won’t get 
him that advance. (Shakes his 
head) Him trying to warn me. Why, 
I can’t get over it! 

GILETTE: You won't. 

Ben: Huh? What was that? Oh, I 
won’t. You’re right there —I cer- 
tainly won’t forget this in a hurry. 
Warn me. (Looks at Wruu1AM) Well, 
boy? Is there anything else you 
want to tell me? 

Wiuutam (Approaching): Yes, sir. I 
thought you might be interested. 
(Glances at GineTTe) Did you know 
that Rubashka, the mad ballerina, 
could stand on her toes longer than 
anyone? In fact, that’s how she 





went mad. Got up on her toes and 
they never were able to get her down 
again. ‘They say that she sleeps 
that way — 

Ben (livid): Go! No, wait! There’s 
a stack of envelopes with manu- 
scripts in them on top of Miss 
Chance’s desk. Put a rejection slip 
into each one, then go down to the 
mailbox on the next street. If you 
don’t know where it is, walk around 
until you find it. The air will do you 
good. Then mail them. 

Wiu1am: But, Mr. Canny, there’s a 
mailbox right in this building. 

Ben: I know it. You are a bright boy, 
but you go look for the other one. 
Now go! (W1Lu1AM exits hurriedly). 
That should take care of him for a 
while. Now, let’s see if I can finally 
find that passage. Oh, you haven’t 
touched your coffee. Take it, 
Gilette. I prefer mine rather cool. 
(GILETTE takes a cup, starts to sip it 
while Ben looks through the manu- 
script, looks suddenly at her cup, then 
at Ben’s cup, still waiting at the right 
hand edge of the desk. She takes a 
small object from her handbag.) Ah! 
Here it is, Gilette! (Points to the 
manuscript while he reads it intently) 
This part where the witch is trying 
to kill the publisher. (GmerTEe 
stands to his right, between him and 
his coffee.) 

Gritetre: Where? Do you mean the 
part where I—the witch slips a 
special] potion into his coffee? What’s 
wrong with that part? (Slips a 
powder into his coffee) 

Bern: It isn’t believable. Excuse me. 
(Reaches out for his cup of coffee) 
Now, honestly —J’m a publisher. 
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(Sips a little coffee) Do I look like the 
sort of man who would fall for an old 
trick like that? 

GitetrE (Backs, facing him, toward 
the center of the stage): Well, I — I 
really couldn’t say! (BEN finishes 
the coffee all at once, puts the cup on 
the saucer, pushes both aside, and 
smugly leans back.) Now I can say. 
Yes! You not only look like a man 
who would — but in a moment you 
will look like a man who did! 

Bren (Rising in his chair): What! 
You’re joking! I must say — (He 
falls back in his seat.) I can’t stand 
up! You — you’ve poisoned me! 

Gitette (Taking the newspaper from 
her handbag and throwing it toward 
the table and chairs): Very awkward. 
(To Ben) No. Not at all. It will 


paralyze you for a few minutes, but 
then you will recover — if you are 


alive! I doubt if you will be. 

BEN (Tries to raise his right arm, but 
it falls back heavily on the desk): 
You witch! 

Gitette (Laughs): It’s about time you 
realized that. 

Ben: You won’t get away with this. 
You'll be caught! 

GiLerre: Can’t move at all now, huh? 
(Goes to door right, opens it, and 
peeks out. She closes it and returns.) 
Who’s going to catch me? Your 
office boy is gone, probably wander- 
ing around the streets down there. 
You really should have taken an in- 
terest in his Rubashka. You so 
nicely dismissed the motherly Miss 
Chance. (Walks to door left, looks 
out, then closes it) I'll probably 
leave this way. By the way, it 
sounded to me as if your friend, Mr. 





Chalant, was trying to warn you 
about me, but I imagine that your 
poor telephone manners caused him 
to lose interest. (Moves toward the 
desk) Well, I’ll just take the manu- 
script, take care of you with my 
handbag (Feels its weight, tenta- 
tively), and leave! (BEN’s mouth 
opens and closes, but no sound comes 
forth.) Oh, I see that the paralysis 
prevents you from speaking. No 
famous last words to be published 
after your death — too bad. (She 
reaches for the manuscript, when a 
knock is heard; she hastily drops the 
manuscript, and looks expectantly at 
the door right.) 

Wim (Enters left): Hello! I 
thought I’d take the short cut. I 
finished mailing the rejections, Mr. 
Canny. Oh, I almost forgot — Mr. 
Chalant called again just before I 
left. Said that if you wouldn’t talk 
on the phone he was coming up 
here! Sure must want that advance 
pretty bad, huh? (Draws nearer to 
Ben’s desk) Say, Mr. Canny, speak- 
ing of that woman who escaped 
(He pauses significanily.), did you 
know that Rubashka, the mad 
ballerina almost escaped once? (He 
looks at GitetTE.) She did! One 
time the attendant brought her 
something to eat. Well, Rubashka 
was standing on her toes in the cor- 
ner of her room, when suddenly she 
did a perfect grand jeté right over the 
attendant’s head and out the door. 
She waltzed down the corridor 
(Demonstrates each move as he de- 
scribes it), up the stairs, and out 
through the front gate. That’s 
where she had her downfall! 


Gitetre: What happened? 

Witu1am: She was so happy to be free 
that she did a mighty entrechat 
(Demonstrates) — and when she came 
down she stubbed her toe. That did 
it. She was done without her toes. 
They caught her easily. 

Gitette (Pointing to door right): Go! 

WituiaM (Jumps, then hastily makes 
for the door. As he reaches it he stops 
and looks around at GILETTE): You 
know, this is the first time Mr. 
Canny has listened to me without in- 
terrupting. He must be getting 
interested in ballet. (zits, closing 
door behind him) 

GiLettE (Looks at BEN and shakes her 
head sympathetically): What a way 
for you to have to spend your last 
moments — helpless, listening to 
that! Well, you shouldn’t have been 
so sure that witches weren’t real. If 
I can get rid of you and get this 
manuscript to Henry Eldritch be- 
fore I am recaptured — (Looks over 
manuscript) he will be satisfied, use 
his position as police lieutenant to 
prevent my recapture — and tonight 
(Laughs wildly) I shall have a really 
wild time at the Witches’ Sabbat! 

BEN (Terrified): The Witches’ Sabbat? 

Giterre: Ah! I see you can talk again. 
The potion is wearing off — I must 
hurry! (Puts down manuscript on 
desk. Lifts handbag over her head. 
BEN winces.) Now! (Loud voices and 
slamming of doors are heard off right. 
She stares toward the door.) 

PoLiceMAN (Off right): Which way is 
it? Get behind me! 

Don (Off right): Over here! If we’re 
not too late! (The door right is flung 
open. A very large policeman enters, 





followed by Don Cuatant.) There 
she is! 

GILETTE (Staring, shocked. She lowers 
the bag): You! No! No! I won’t go 
with you! (She casts aside the hand- 
bag and dashes out the door left, 
screaming.) No-o-o! 

Don: Quick, Lieutenant! 
her get away! 

PoLiceMAN: Don’t worry, Mr. Chalant. 
She won’t get far — I left two men 
at every exit. They’ll have her wait- 
ing for me when I get downstairs. 
You’d better look after this gentle- 
man. 

Don: How are you, Ben? You sure 
had a close shave with that Gilette. 

BEN (Waves weakly at them): It’s all 
right, Dorr. I’ll be all right in a mo- 
ment. (Breathes deeply) How did 
you manage to get here? 

Don: You can thank the Lieutenant 
here for that, Ben. After I left your 
office I felt that there was some- 
thing about Miss de Rais that 
puzzled me, so I bought another 
newspaper and the picture did seem 
a lot like her. I still wasn’t too sure, 
so I tried several times to call you 
from a drug store. 

BEN (Rises from desk and puts hand on 
Don’s shoulder): I’m awfully sorry 
about that, Don. (The PoticeMan 
wanders over to BEn’s desk and sits 
behind it, leaning back with one foot 
on the desk.) Maybe we can even 
arrange that advance for you. 


Don’t let 


Don (Smiles at that and claps BEN on 
the back): That’s what I like to hear, 
Ben. Well, anyway, the phone calls 
almost threw me off, and I might 
have let things drop if I hadn’t 
noticed the Lieutenant here walking 
by the store. I told him about my 
suspicions and he decided we should 
look into it— so he’s the one to 
thank. 

Ben: Lieutenant, I’m Ben Canny, the 
publisher — and a mighty grateful 
man. If there’s ever anything — 

PoticEMAN (Looks up with interest): 
Ben Canny! Well, Mr. Canny, it’sa 
real pleasure to meet such an im- 
portant man. You don’t know how 
pleased I am to know you. (Picks up 
manuscript from desk) And I sup- 
pose this is a real book manuscript? 

Ben: That’s rignt, Lieutenant. I’ve 
just finished working on it. 

PoLicEMAN (Reading the cover of the 
manuscript): The Autobiography of a 
Modern — say, I really am glad to 
know you, Mr. Canny. 

Ben: I’d like to show my appreciation 
in a more concrete way, if I may, 
and if by any chance I couldn’t do 
that, I’d at least like to know the 
name of the man who saved my life. 
What is your name, Lieutenant? 

Po.icEMAN (Looking up): My name, 
Mr. Canny? My name is Eldritch — 
Henry Eldritch! (Curtain) 

THE END 
(Production Notes on page 66) 
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The Princess ana the Pea 


by Hans Christian Andersen 
Adapted by Helen Louise Miller 


Characters 
THe Kine 
THE QUEEN 
PRINCE Peter 
DerLua 
ILLA 
ZARA 
ZELDA 
ZINNIA 
Princess PATACAKE 
SERVANTS 

TIME: One afternoon. 

Sertine: The throne room of the royal 
palace. 

At Rise: The Kina is reading names 
from a list so long it reaches to the 
floor. The QUEEN is embroidering. 
Prince Peter is slumped down in 
his throne, looking very unhappy. 
Two Maids-in-Waiting, Evia and 
Deua, stand beside the QUEEN. 
One holds a pincushion, the other a 
pair of scissors. 

Kina (Reading from list): Princess 
Amy, Princess Ann, Princess Audrey! 
Princess Barbara, Princess Betty, 
Princess Beth! Princess Candy, 
Princess Carrie, Princess Cathy! 
(Puts down list) All these names, and 
you (7'o Prince) can’t find a princess 
you want to marry. 

Prince Perer: But, Father, how can 
I be sure she is a real princess? 

QurEn: It says “Princess” right on the 
list. 
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Kina (Reading): Princess Debby, Prin- 
cess Dinah, Princess Dora! Princess 
Elsie, Princess Ethel, Princess Eva! 

QuEEN: Every single one is a princess. 

Prince Peter: How do we know the 
list is a true one? How do we know 
every girl is a true princess? 

Kine (Putting list aside): Prince Peter, 
you give me a headache! (Removes 
crown) This heavy crown is making 
it worse. 

Prince Peter (Trying on crown): Let 
me try it. I want to know how it 
feels to wear a crown. 

Kina (Taking crown from Peter): You 
may not wear a crown until you find 
a wife. 

QurEEN (70 Etta): Scissors, please, 
Ella. Snip the thread right here. 
(QUEEN holds thread and Exua cuts 
it with scissors.) Now, Della, I will 
need a pink thread, please. (DELLA 
hands her a needle threaded with pink 
thread from the pincushion. The 
QUEEN goes on with her work.) 

Prince Perer: Then I will never wear 
a crown. I will never marry anyone 
but a real princess, and I don’t know 
where to find one. 

QuEEN: “M”’ is my lucky letter. Ask 
your father to read the names that 
begin with ‘“M.” 

Kine (Wearily picking up the list): 
Princess Mabel, Princess Mary, 
Princess Maude. 





Prince: Princess Mabel and Princess 
Mary were very beautiful. 

QuEEN: Then why didn’t you choose 
one of them for your bride? 

Prince Perer: Because they didn’t 
have handkerchiefs. No real prin- 
cess would ever be without a hand- 
kerchief, you know. 

Kine: What about Princess Maude? 
Are you sure she isn’t a real princess? 

Prince Peter: Quite sure. She cried 
when she stuck her finger with a 
needle. No real princess would ever 
cry. 

QuEEN: I don’t know about that. 
(Sticks finger) Ouch! Ouch! Quick, 
quick, Ella! My royal handkerchief! 
Oh, dear! It hurts! (Shakes her hand 
as if tt hurts.) 

Prince Peter: What are you making, 
Mother? 

QurEN: I am making you a lovely new 
shirt for your wedding. 

Prince Perer: Take your time. 
won’t need it for a long, long while. 

Kine: You will need it next week. I 
have set your wedding date. 

Prince Perer: How will I ever find 
a real princess by next week? 

Kina: There are three girls I want you 
to meet. They are from the “Z”’ 
list. Princess Zara, Princess Zelda 
and Princess Zinnia. Ella and Della 
will show them in. (ELLA and DELLA 
collect the QUEEN’S sewing and exit.) 

QureEN: My son, this is your last 
chance. 

Prince: Each one will pretend to be a 
real princess. How can I make sure? 

Queen: Ask them some questions. 


Kina: Give them a test. (Girls usher in 
Zara, ZELDA and Zinnia. They are 
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dressed in fancy costumes. They ad- 
vance to the thrones and curtsy.) 

Kina: Welcome to our kingdom. (Bow- 
ing to QuEEN) This is my wife. 

QuEEN: Delighted to see you, my 
dears. 

Kine (Nodding to Permr): And this is 
my son, Peter. 

Prince Peter (Rising): I trust that 
one of you may turn out to be my 
real princess. 

Zara: I am a real princess. My father 
was a king. 

Zeipa: My mother was a queen. 

ZINNIA: My grandfather was an em- 
peror. 

Prince Persr: Every princess should 
be able to sing. Will you sing for 
me? 

Zara, ZELDA and Zinnia (With a 
curtsy): We will be happy to sing for 
you, your Highness. (Girls sing any 
appropriate song.) 

Prince Perer (As Kine and QUEEN 
applaud): Fine! Fine! Very nice 
indeed, but I am not yet satisfied. 
Tell me, can you dance? Every 
princess should be able to dance. 

Zara, ZELDA and Zinnia: If you will 
supply the music, sire, we will be 
glad to dance for you. 

Kiva: I will signal the musicians to 
give us a tune. (He waves his hand 
and a record is started off-stage. Girls 
do any simple folk dance.) 

Quen: I must say you are very grace- 
ful. 

Kina: Charming. Charming. 

Prince Peter: Mother, have you any 
further test in mind? 

QueEN: Every princess should be able 
to do fine needlework. (Hands em- 
broidery to first girl) See what you 








can do with this. (ach girl takes a 
few stitches which are inspected by 
KING, QUEEN and PRINCE.) 

QurEN: Excellent. Excellent. 

Kina: The stitches are very small and 
dainty. 

Prince Peter: Very nice. But there is 
something not quite right. I am still 
not sure. 

Kina: Don’t be stupid. 

QuEEN: Don’t be silly. They have 
passed all the tests. 

Prince Perer: But how do we know 
if they are the proper tests? 

Kine: They can sing and dance. 

QuEEN: They can do fine needlework. 

Kina: And look at their beautiful 
dresses. 

Prince Peter: Anyone can wear a 
beautiful dress who can pay for it. 
QUEEN: But you can see these girls are 
of royal blood just by looking at 

them. 

Prince Peter: They look like any 
other girls to me. 

ZaRrA: I will not stay here to be in- 
sulted! 

ZELDA (Stamping her foot): I won't 
look like any other girl! I won’t! 
I won’t! I won’t! 

Zinnia (Making a face): I will tell my 
father what you said! And my 
father will make war on your father! 

AL THREE: We hope you never find a 
real princess! Never! Never! Never! 
(All flounce out in anger.) 

Prince Peter: You see, Father, I was 
right. No real princess would ever 
lose her temper in public! (Off-stage 
roar of thunder) 

QuEEN: I have lost all patience with 
you, Prince Peter! (Another roar of 
thunder) 


Euua (With a curtsy): I hear the sound 
of thunder, your Majesty. 

Dea (With a curtsy): Shall we close 
the palace windows? 

Quen: Yes, yes! Close them at once. 
I do not want the new draperies to 
get wet. (Exta and De ia evil. 
More thunder.) 

Kine: This sounds like a bad storm. 

Prince Perer: I pity anyone who is 
out on a night like this. (ELLA and 
DELLA run in.) 

Evia: Please, sire. There is someone 
at the gate! 

Deuia: A beggar maid, sire. 
dripping wet. 

Queen: Take her to the kitchen and 
get her some dry clothes. 

Kine: Tell the cook to give her some 
hot soup. 

Eta: But, sire, she will not go to the 
kitchen. 

Prince Peter: Why not? Isn’t she 
cold and hungry? 

Detua: Yes, she is so cold that her 
teeth are chattering. 

Exua: And she is weak from hunger. 

Detia: But she will not go to the 
kitchen. 

Eta: Because she says kitchens are 
for beggar maids. 

Born: And she says she is a princess. 

Kine, QuEEN and Prince: What? 

E11: That’s what she says. 

De.ua: She swears she isa real princess. 

Kina: Then bring her here at once. 

Prince Peter: I can’t wait to see her. 
Maybe she will be the one. (ELLA 
and DELLA exit and return with a 
poor little girl, who is barefooted and 
dressed in rags.) 

E.ua and Detua: Here she is, your 
Majesty. 


She is 
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Kina: You say you are a princess? 

QuEEN: What is your name, child? 

Princess ParacakKe: I am the Princess 
Patacake. 

Prince Peter: Are you a real princess? 

Princess PatacakE: I am a really, 
truly princess, the only one in our 
family. 

QueEEN: You will forgive me, child. 
But you do not look like a princess. 

Princess PatacaKkeE: I am very tired 
and hungry. I have been lost for 
many days. 

Kine: And you do not dress like a 
princess. Your clothing is in rags. 
Princess PatTacaKE: My dress is 
ruined from the storm. And my 
shoes were worn out long ago from 

walking the roads. 

Prince Peter: Please, Mother. See 
that the princess gets some dry cloth- 
ing and a hot supper. In the mean- 
time, I will try to think of a way 
to find out if she is telling the truth. 

QueEN: Come along, my child. I will 
take you to my own room and see 
that you are cared for. 

Kine: And I will give orders to the 
cook to send up your supper. (£zit 
KinG, QUEEN and Princess Pata- 
CAKE.) 

Prince Perer (Walking up and down): 
If only I could tell for sure. She 
doesn’t look like a princess. She 
doesn’t dress like a princess, and yet, 
she seems different from all the 
others. 

Exta: Do you think she is a real 
princess, sire? 

De.ua: Do you believe her story? 

Prince Perer: I almost believe it. 
But I am not sure. If only there was 
a way to find out. 
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Ea: I know of a way, sire. 

Prince Perer: You do? What is it? 
EA: It’s a test my grandmother told 
me about when I was very small. 

PrIncE Peter: Tell me. 

Ea: The princess is very tired. She 
will want to rest. So we will make 
up a bed for her here by the fire. 
Della can help me bring the mats 
and comforts. 

De..a: I’ll be glad to help. But what 
is the test? 

Euua: Under the bottom mattress we 
will put a very small, dried pea. 
Dea: I can get one in the kitchen. 
Ea: On top of the pea, we will pile a 
great heap of quilts and pillows and 

comforts. 

Deu.a: It will be a bed of clouds. 

Euxia: But if Princess Patacake is a 
real princess, she will not sleep a 
wink. 

Prince Peter: Why not? 

Ea: Because of the pea. She will roll 
and toss all night. 

Prince Perer: How can she feel any- 
thing through all those comforts? 
Ea: She will feel it, only if she is a 
real princess. A real princess is so 
delicate she will feel the smallest 

bump. 

Prince Perer: It is worth a try. 

De ta: I will get a dried pea from the 
kitchen. (Hits) 

Prince Perer: Send for the servants. 
Bring all the pillows and comforts 
you can find. (ELLA exits and returns 
almost at once with several children 
bearing quilts, mats, pillows, etc.) 
This is the best spot for the bed. 
We can watch her from behind the 
screen. 

De.uA (Enters): Here is the dried pea. 





Evia (With servants, arranging pads 
and pillows): Let’s pile them one on 
top of the other. (They do so. PRINCE 
PETER (ries it every now and then to 
see if it is soft.) 

Prince Peter: Fine! Fine! 

De.ia (Spreading a top comfort or 
spread): Now, it is finished. 

E.a: The little princess should sleep 
soundly. 

Prince Peter: Thank you. That is all 
I need for now. (Servants exit. To 
ELA) Please tell my mother to 
bring the princess back to the throne 
room. (Hit Etia.) We will try the 
test as soon as possible. 

Kina (Entering and seeing bed): What 
is this? What is this bed in the 
throne room? 

PRINCE Perer: It is for Princess Pata- 
cake. I thought she might like to 
rest by the fire. 


Kine (As Princess and QUEEN enter): 
A very good idea, my son. 

Prince Perer (Jo Princess Pata- 
CAKE): You are looking better. 
Would you like to lie down and rest 
by the fire? 

Princess Paracake: Yes, thank you. 


I am very tired. (Sits on pile of 
cushions) This looks like a soft bed. 

QuEEN: Make yourself comfortable, 
my dear. (Covers her) 

Kina: You will feel better after a good 
rest. 

Prince Prrer: Come, Father, let us 
leave the princess in peace and quiet. 
(Exit behind screen) 

QvueEEN: Della and Ella will be within 
call, if you need anything. Sweet, 
dreams, little Princess. (Also with- 
draws behind screen. DeEtLa and 
ELLA sit near the bed.) 
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Princess PaTacaKE (Sitling up and 
plumping her pillow): Something is 
wrong with this bed. 

Dewia: Is there anything I can do, 
Princess? 

Princess PatacakKE: No, thank you. 
I guess I am just tired and weary. 
(Settles herself again) 

Ea: Perhaps if we were to sing you a 
lullaby, you would fall asleep. 

Princess PatacaKe: That might help, 
but it feels as if I am lying on a 
great, sharp stone. (DELLA and 
ELLA sing to the tune of “Sleep, Baby, 
Sleep.’’) 

DELLA AND Etua: Sleep, Princess, 
sleep. 

Thy father guards the sheep, 

Thy mother is shaking the dream- 
land tree, 

And down comes a beautiful dream 
for thee. 

Sleep, Princess, sleep. 

Princess PatacaKE: It’s no use. I 
feel stiff and sore all over. I tell you 
there are rocks in this bed. 

E.ua: Let me straighten your covers. 

Detua: I will fluff up your pillow. 

Princess PaTacaKE (Gelling up): I 
can’t stand it another minute. I will 
sit by the fire all night rather than 
sleep in this bumpy bed. But please 
do not tell the good King and Queen. 
I would not want to hurt their feel- 
ings. (Enter Kine, QurEEN and 
PRINCE Peter from behind screen.) 

Prince Perer: Dear Princess Pata- 
cake, you will not hurt our feelings. 
You have proved beyond the shadow 
of a doubt that you are a real 
princess. 

Princess ParacaKE: But what have I 
done? 





QuEEN: Our son has explained to us 
that Ella put a dried pea under the 
mattresses when she made up your 
bed. 

Kina: Only a true princess would be so 
delicate. 

Princess Patacake: I can scarcely 
believe that it was only a dried pea. 
It felt like a rock. 

Prince Perer: At last I have found 
my real princess. 

Kina: Princess Patacake, will you do 
us the honor of remaining in our 
kingdom as the wife of our son, 
Prince Peter? 


Princess Patacake: I should like 
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nothing better, your Majesty! 

QuEeEN: You have made us very 
happy, my child. 

Kine (As Prince Perer rummages 
through the bed clothing): What on 
earth are you doing, Prince Peter? 

Prince Prerer (Holding up the dried 
pea): I am hunting for that wonder- 
ful dried pea. Here it is. I shall 
order it to be placed in the state 
museum where everyone can see the 
living proof that my royal bride is a 
really, truly princess. (Curtain) 


THE END 


(Production Notes on page 72) 
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Hetdi Finds the Way 


by Johanna Spyri 
Adapted by Karin Asbrand 


Characters Perer (Angrily): Don’t you call her 

Herp1 just a girl, She’s Heidi. Anyway, 

Perer, a goatherd you don’t have to wait. I’m waiting 

Tue Atm UNCLE because I promised the Alm Uncle 

Briaiwa, Peter’s sister that I would take care of her. So go 

Aunt Dere along, all of you. 

Ciara, a rich little girl from the city 2np GoatuerRD (Rises, yawns and 

GOATHERDS stretches): That’s the most sensible 

ScHooL CuILDREN thing you’ve said yet. Let’s go. 

Scene 1 3RD GoATHERD (Rises): Let’s go. I’m 

TimME: A summer morning. tired of sitting around waiting for a 

Serrine: A mountain pasture in Swit- dumb city girl. 
zerland, Persr (Belligerently): She isn’t dumb. 

At Rise: A group of GOATHERDS are She can do as much as the girls 
sitting in a semi-circle in the center. around here. She can cook and sew 
Perer walks back and forth, pausing and even milk the goats. (Looks 
every once in a while to look off-stage off-stage) Here comes Heidi now. 
right. One of the GoaTHERDS may be ist GoaTHeRD: You’d think she was a 
playing a flute or harmonica. Princess, the way you kowtow to 

Ist GoatuerD (Impatiently): What her, Peter. 
are we waiting for all this long time? Perrsr:I do not kowtow to her, but her 
Why don’t we go along? The sun father and mother are dead, and her 
will soon be high over the mountains. Aunt Dete left her here because she 

2nD GoaTHERD: Didn’t you know? didn’t want her. Her grandfather 
Peter has a new gir! friend. didn’t want her at first, either, but 

Perer (Crossly): Heidi is not my girl now he does. She is like a princess, 
friend any more than she is yours. and she has been very kind to poor 
She wants to be everybody’s friend. old blind Granny. (Heri enters 

3rD GOoATHERD: Who wants a silly carrying a basket covered with a white 
girl for a friend? cloth.) 

Perer: I do, for one. Anyway, her Hetp1 (Cheerily): Good morning, boys. 
grandfather wants me to wait for 2NpD GoaTuERD: Good morning, she 
her, and to see that no harm comes to says. Good afternoon, you mean. 
her. Herr: You didn’t have to wait for 

47H GOATHERD: Imagine having to sit me. I know my way up the moun- 
around and wait for just a girl! If it tainside now. 
were a dog or a goat or something, Prrer: I had to wait. I promised the 
that would be better. Alm Uncle. I’m glad we all waited. 
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You are fun to be with, even though 
you are a girl. 

3RD GOATHERD: We wouldn’t want to 
see the Alm Uncle angry. He is so 
big and strong. 

Hert: I’m glad you all waited, too. 
It’s more fun going up the mountain 
when you have company. Let’s go. 
The Alm Uncle has given me enough 
bread and cheese to feed a whole 
army, so I will share it with all of 
you. (Aunt DErTe enters, all out of 
breath from hurrying.) 

Aunt Dete (With a gasping sigh): So 
here you are, Heidi. I was afraid I 
would never find you without having 
to climb up and see that old goat in 
the mountain hut. 

Hemp (As Aunt Dere embraces her): 
Why, Aunt Dete, what brings you 
here after all these weeks? 

Aunt Dere (A litile huffily): You, of 
course. Who else? I’ve missed you, 
child. And that’s a fine way to 
greet me when you haven’t seen me 
for so long. 

Herr: You said you never wanted to 
see me again. You didn’t want me 
around, remember? 

Aunt Dere: Now, Heidi. That was 
only because I couldn’t afford to 
take care of you properly. 

Heri: Have you come to stay with 
me and the Alm Uncle? 

Aunt Dere (Mimics her): No, I have 
not come to stay with you and the 
Alm Uncle. The less I see of him, 
the happier I’ll be. But I’ve found 
you a lovely place to stay, so I have 
come to take you away with me to 
Frankfort, to a beautiful fine house 
where you will have everything you 
want. (THe ALM UNCLE enters in 
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background and stands quietly listen- 
ing.) 

Hen: I have everything I want now. 

Aunt Derr: Nonsense. You have 
nothing. You will have beautiful 
clothes of satin and velvet, just like 
Clara, the little girl you will live 
with. She is sick and cannot walk. 
And you will have pretty bows for 
your hair. 

Peter: Heidi has pretty flowers for her 
hair here. They are prettier than 
bows. 

Aunt Dere (Hands on her hips): Who 
asked you? I’ll thank you to keep 
your mouth shut until you’re spoken 
to. 

Hern: I don’t want all those things. 

Aunt Dere (Angrily): You are only a 
little girl, Heidi, but stubborn as a 
mule. 

Tue Atm UncLe (Comes forward, 
shaking stick at Aunt Dere): Hah! 
I thought I smelled a rat. That is 
why I came to see if Heidi was all 
right. Take her away, did you say? 
You only brought her here a short 
while ago, and we are just getting 
used to each other. 

Aunt Dere: You weren’t very anxious 
to have her in the first place. You 
should be glad that I have come to 
relieve you of the burden. 

Tue Aum Uncue: Who said Heidi was 
a burden? If I wanted to be relieved 
of her I would let you know soon 
enough. Heidi is happy here with 
me. Aren’t you, child? 

Her (Nods): Oh, yes, Grandfather. 

Tue Aum Uncie: There, you see! 
And here she is going to stay. 

Aunt Dere: Listen to the stubborn old 
goat. Now you listen tome. There 





is a very rich family in Frankfort, 
that is looking for a girl to be com- 
panion to their daughter, Clara, 
who is in a wheelchair. Heidi is a 
little young, but they are willing to 
try her. 

Heri: Oh, Aunt Dete! 
poor thing! 

Tue Aum Uncie: Don’t let yourself 
be taken in by her tall tales, Heidi. 
(Tc Aunt Ders) Heidi is not going 
there, you understand? 

Aunt Dere: They would make it 
worth her while. They are very rich. 

THe Atm Uncie: They’ll make it 
worth your while, too, I’ll warrant. 

Aunt Dere: Naturally, I get paid for 
my services for finding them such a 
fine girl as Heidi. 

Tue Atm Uncue (Shakes stick again): 
Get out of here, Dete. Heidi does not 
need money. She has everything 
she needs to keep her well and 
happy. 

Aunt Dere: Heidi looks well enough, 
to be sure. You have done well by 
her, that I can see. But she can do 
better. 

Tue Atm Uncuie: Don’t try your 
honey on this old bee, Dete. I don’t 
know what you are up to, but none 
of it’s good. 

Aunt Dere (Turns to Herp1): Wouldn’t 
you like to have a lot of money? 

Hetptr: No, I don’t need money. 

Aunt Ders: Everybody needs money, 
and you would just love Clara. 

Tue Atm Uncie: I love Heidi, and 
Heidi loves me. 

Aunt Dere: Much love you have for 
her to deprive her of such a fine op- 
portunity. You are out of your 
mind. There isn’t a soul in Prattigan 
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that wouldn’t thank their lucky 
stars for such a chance. 

Tue Atm Uncie (Shouts): Go find 
these souls then and give them the 
chance. I will have none of it for 
Heidi. Do you hear? 

Aunt Dere (Covers ears with her 
hands): Of course I hear. I am not 
deaf. But let me tell you something. 
(Removes hands from ears) Heidi is 
eight years old, and they tell me you 
do not send her to school. 

Heri: The Alm Uncle teaches me 
himself. 

Perer: Heidi can read better than any 
of us. She reads every day to my 
blind old Granny. 

Aunt Dere: Who asked you? And 
you do not send her to church, either. 


Tue Aum Uncte: What need has she 
of church when she can meet God 
every day on the mountainside be- 
neath the clear blue sky? 

Aunt Dere (With a toss of her head): 
Such rubbish! She is the child of my 
only sister. I will not allow her to 
grow up into an ignoramus. 

Het (Lays a hand on Aunt Dern’s 
arm): Please, Avuat Dete, leave 
Grandfather alone. 

Aunt Dere: I will go to court. The 
law has a way of tracking down 
things one thinks are forgotten. 

lsr GoatuErD: This is no place for us. 
Let’s go. 

2nD GOATHERD: You might know we’d 
run into trouble when we let a girl 
come along with us. 

THe Atm Uncuie (Shakes his stick): 
Yes, run along, all of you. Scoot! 
(They all run out, except Prrer.) 

Aunt Dete (Persistentily): You would 





not wish me to go to court, would 
you? 

THe Aum Uncie (Thunders at her): 
Silence! Take the child! Ruin her! 
But never bring her back to me 
again. 

Herp1 (Runs to him, crying, and throws 
arms around him): Please don’t say 
that, Grandfather. 

Tue Aum UNCLE (Ignores Hetp1): You 
heard me, Dete. If you take her 
away, I never want to set eyes on 
her again, or you, either. And 
never let her be seen with a feather in 
her hat such as you have, nor with 
such words on her tongue as you 
have spoken. 

Hern (Forlornly): Now you have hurt 
his feelings, Aunt Dete. 

Aunt Dere (As Toe Atm UNCLE 
stalks out): He will get over it. Come 
along. We must hurry. 

Hetn1 (Draws back): I am not going. I 
want to stay here with Grandfather, 
and with Peter and the goats. See, I 
have lunch here for all of us. 

Aunt Dere (Nods with satisfaction): 
Fine. We can eat it on the train, 
you and I. Come! 

Hern1: No! 

Aunt Dere (Crossly): You are a 
stupid little goat yourself. Come. 
(Tries to pull her by the arm) 

Her: No! 

Aunt Dere (Raises hand as if to strike 
her, but thinks better of the matter and 
drops her hand, wheedling): Don’t be 
silly now, there’s my good girl! 

Hern: I am not a good girl, and I am 
not your girl, either. I’m Grand- 
father’s girl, and he didn’t even say 
good-bye to me. 


a bad girl then, but come along. 
You can come back, if you don’t like 
it. 

Heip1: Can I come back tonight? 

Aunt Dere: Of course not, silly. We 
won’t even get there until tomorrow. 

Hemi: But I have not gone yet. 
Grandfather will miss me. 

Aunt Deter: Believe me, Heidi, when 
your Grandfather thinks things over, 
he will be glad you went. 

Herp1 (Sighs): I suppose I must go. 
Good-bye, Peter. 

Perer: Don’t ask me to say good-bye, 
Heidi, because I won’t do it. 
(BrIGIDA enters.) 

Briaiwa: I thought I saw you coming 
up the mountainside, Dete. I'll 
wager you are up to no good. (Turns 
to Her) Granny has been calling for 
you, Heidi. I hope you will come 
and see her later today. 

Herpt: See there, Aunt Dete. I can’t 
go. Granny needs me, too. 

Aunt Dere: Poor little sick Clara 
needs you, too. She can’t even walk. 
And after all, Granny has Peter and 
Brigida, but Clara has nobody. Her 
father, Mr. Seseman, is away most 
of the time making barrels of money. 

Briewwa (Shakes her head): You can 
certainly think them up fast. I 
suppose you are trying hard to get 
Heidi away from us all? What 
does the Alm Uncle say to all this? 

Aunt Derr: Why don’t you go and 
ask him? 

Briaipa: Don’t worry, I will. 

Herpt: I cannot go, Aunt Dete. I must 
go to Granny. 

Aunt Dere: Listen, Heidi, you shall 
bring back fine presents for Granny. 


Aunt Dere (Coazingly): All right. Be Wouldn’t you like that? 
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Hei (Eagerly): Oh, yes. Could I 
bring her some fine white rolls? She 
can’t eat the hard black bread any 
more. 

Aunt Dere: That’s easy. 

Herp1: Could we bring some back 
tomorrow? 

Aunt Dere: I told you Frankfort 
was a long way off, stupid. Come 
along or we will miss our train. 
(Drags her off-stage by the hand) 

Peter (Sadly): Poor Heidi. 

Brigiwa: She will be back, Peter. 
Don’t worry. You will see. 

Peter: I guess I’d better hurry and go 
tend my goats. (Dashes off-stage 
leaving Bricipa shaking her head, 
sadly, as curtains close.) 

* + * * 
ScENE 2 

Tre: Two months later. 

Sertine: Same as Scene 1. 

At Rise: The GoatuerDs and ScHooL 
CHILDREN are dancing in a circle 
around Prerer and Briemwa, who 
hold up a letier. They dance to the 
tune of “Ach, du lieber Augustine.” 
When they finish, they sit down in a 
semi-circle, 

Bricipa: Here is a letter from Heidi. 
I suppose you are all dying to hear 
what she has to say. 

Perer: Naturally. (Sighs) If I could 
only read, then I could read it my- 
self. 

Briaipa (7'akes letter from envelope): 
Such nice writing she has for such a 
little girl. 

lst CuiLp: What does she say? 

Bricipa: She says that she and her 


teacher are having such fun together, ° 


learning things. 
lst GOATHERD: That’s fun? 


2np GoaTHERD: She isn’t a little 
blockhead, like you. She wants to 
learn. 

Briewa (Scans letter again): She has 
been very lonely for all of you. 

2np CuILp: Well, we’ve missed her, 
too. 

3RD Cup: I am sure I would never be 
lonely if I could live in a fine big 
house in Frankfort and have every- 
thing I wanted. 

Perer: She doesn’t have everything 
she wants. She doesn’t have the 
mountains, or the Alm Uncle, or 
Granny, or me. 

3RD GOATHERD: I bet she misses the 
goats, too. 

Bricipa: She does. She says so here. 
(Reads) “I miss the goats a lot, 
especially Brown Bear and Little 
Swan and the Snowhopper. And the 
milk isn’t as good here as the goat’s 
milk.” 

47H GOATHERD (Shakes his head): Poor 
Heidi. 

PerEer: What’s poor about her? She 
wears fine clothes and rides around 
in a carriage drawn by two milk- 
white horses, and she has all the 
money she wants. 


“3rd Cuitp (Sighs): Poor little rich 


Heidi! 

4TH CurLp: Sometimes rich people get 
haughty. Do you think she would 
recognize us if she passed us in the 
street? 

Peter (Loyally): Heidi would never 
forget her friends. 

2ND CuILp: She has been away a long 
time. 


Peter: It has been only two months, 
but it seems like a year. 
Brieipa (Scans letter again): The 





people are good to her, and Heidi 
loves them very much, especially 
Clara, the little sick girl. But she is 
homesick for the mountains, for her 
grandfather, for her friends, and 
even for you, Peter. 

Perer (Self-consciously): She just says 
that. 

5TH GOATHERD: Why doesn’t she come 
back home then? 

Briaiwa (Refers to letter): She writes 
that she is coming. She would a 
thousand times rather be here with 
us in the mountains than anywhere 
else in the world. 

3rpD GoaTHERD: I think she should 
have her head examined. 

Peter (Points offstage): Look, there is 
someone coming up the mountain- 
side. 

Briemwa (Shades her eyes with her 
hand): It looks like a very fine little 


lady. 

lst CuiLp: What fine clothes she has. 
She must be visiting someone in the 
village. 

2np CuiLp: Maybe she is lost. 


47H GOATHERD: That’s no lady, Peter. 
That’s Heidi. 


Perer (Excited): That’s right! It is 
Heidi, come back to us again. 
(Herp1 enters, carrying a bundle in a 
kerchief.) 

Hemr (Throws her arms around 
Bricipa and hugs her): Brigida! 
How glad I am to see you again! 

Bricipa: We have just been talking 
about you, Heidi, and reading your 
letter. Your ears must have been 
burning. 

Herp1 (Gaily): I am so glad to see 
everybody. How are you, Peter, 
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and how is Grandfather? I want to 
hear all about everyone. 

Briaipa: Everybody is just fine. The 
Alm Uncle has missed you, Heidi. 
He has been getting more and more 
like a cross old bear every day since 
you left. 

Prerer: Nobody dares go near him, 
except Brigida. 

Herp1: Poor Grandfather. He will 
change now, for I shall never leave 
him again. He needs someone to take 
care of him, that’s all, and that is 
why I came back. I ran away, but I 
left a note for Clara and Mr. Sese- 
man. 

Peter: I don’t blame you. They shall 
never have you back again. 

Hert: No, I will never go back again. 
Such fun we will have, all of us 
together. Now I can go up every 
morning with you again, and help 
you watch the goats. Here, Brigida, 
you wanted a plumed hat like this. 
(Takes off her hat and hands it to 
Bricipa) You can have mine. 

Bricipa (Puls hat on her head): For 
me, Heidi? Why, I never owned 
anything so fine in all my life. I 
won’t know how to wear it. 

Herpr: You’!l learn easily, and it looks 
well on you. I must go and take off 
all my fine clothes before Grand- 
father sees me. I will change at 
your house, Brigida. 

Briana: I will come with you. 

Heri (Looks around at all the Cut- 
DREN): I have something fine to give 
every one of you, silk and velvet 
dresses, fine shoes and handker- 
chiefs. 

lst Cuitp: You are good, Heidi, to 
give all your fine clothes away. 





Herp (Shakes her head): Oh, no. I 
just like my mountain clothes better, 
and so does Grandfather. 

Peter (Shyly): I like you better in 
your mountain clothes, too, Heidi. 
You look like a stranger in those fine 
things. 

Brieiwa (Tucks letter away and takes 
Hemr’s hand): Come, Heidi. You 
can change your clothes. Then we 
will go with you to the Alm Uncle. 
I want to see how happy he will be. 

CURTAIN 
* * * * 


ScENE 3 
Time: Five weeks later. 
SerrinG: Same as Scene 2. 


Ar Rise: Herpr and Peter are sitting 
downstage. Hervr has a book on her 
lap. 

Herp1 (Patiently): Now, Peter, you 


told me you wanted to learn to read, 
and here you are, just wasting your 
time looking at the sky. Don’t you 
want to learn to read now? 

Perer (Shakes his head): No, I don’t 
I changed my mind again. It’s too 
hard work, and there are too many 
smart people in the world now that 
can read. 

Herp1: Oh, no, Peter, there are too 
many people that don’t know how 
to read, and you don’t want to be 
one of them. Besides, you could 
read to Granny, you know. She 
would like that. 

Perer: You read to her. 
enough. 

Hernt1 (Severely): Peter, you are quite 
hopeless. I should box your ears. 
Look, if you don’t learn to read, 
I’ll — T’ll go back to Frankfort. 


That’s 
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Peter (Starts up, alarmed): You 
wouldn’t, Heidi! 

Hern1 (Laughs merrily) : No, I wouldn’t, 
Peter. 

Prerer (Sits down): I’ll learn to read, 
Heidi, if you want me to. I guess 
it’s no good to be dumb. 

Hert: I’m so glad, Peter. You will 
see, you will have lots of fun when 
you can read. Here (Hands him 
the book), I have marked some things 
for you to learn. 

Perer (As he takes book): Okay, I'll 
try. But I wouldn’t do it for any- 
one but you, Heidi. 

Herr: You aren’t doing it for me, 
Peter. You are doing it for yourself. 
(Sighs) I hope this is the day Clara 
will come. I have been home five 
weeks already, and they haven’t 
come yet. Clara wrote that she and 
Grandmamma and Mr. Seseman 
were all coming. They are staying 
in Ragatz now. 

Perer: They can just stay away. 

Herp1 (Severely): They are my friends, 
Peter. I want them to come. 

Prerer: I don’t. They will take you 
away again. 

Her: No, they never will. You will 
like Clara, Peter. 

Peter (Shakes his head): I won’t. 
Girls that can walk are bad enough. 
She will keep you away from the 
mountainside. 

Hetpr: Peter, you must help me to 
help Clara walk. She took a few 
steps when I was there with her, but 
she’s scared. I think if she comes to 
the mountains, she will soon be all 
well again. 

Peter (Moodily): I just wish she 
would stay in Ragatz. 





Heri: What a selfish wish, Peter! 
(Briciwa enters, wheeling CLARA in 
wheel chair.) 

Cuiara (Calls): Heidi! Heidi! 

Hemp1 (Runs to her and hugs her): 
Clara, you look just like an angel 
from heaven! We were just talking 
about you, Peter and I, and saying 
how nice it would be when you came. 

Peter: I wasn’t. 

Herr (Sternly): Peter, mind your 
manners! You and Clara will like 
each other when you get to know 
each other better. I’m glad you 
didn’t stay longer in Ragatz. 

Peter: I’m not! I wish you’d stayed 
there. (Herr steps on his foot.) 
Ouch! 

Ciara: The treatments in Ragatz 
didn’t seem to be doing me any 
good. Besides, I wanted to see you 
so badly, Heidi. I was so lonesome 
after you left. Why did you run 
away from us? 

Herr (Hangs her head): I was home- 
sick, Clara. 

Ciara: I don’t blame you. 
mountains are beautiful. Your 
grandfather is a dear.  Brigida 
wheeled me over here from his place. 
Papa and Grandmamma are going 
to leave me here with you when 
Grandmamma goes back to Ragatz 
for a while. Isn’t that exciting? 

Hert: It’s the nicest news I’ve had 
for a long time. Peter, we three will 
have many good times together. 

Cxara: Of course we will, Peter. Look, 
if you could have your wish, what 
would you like best in all the world? 
Grandmamma told me to give you 
a present because you were Heidi’s 
very best friend. 


The 


Perer: Did she really say that? 

Cuiara: Indeed she did. Now, what 
would you like to have? 

Perer (Thinks for a moment): I 
would like ten bright shiny pennies 
every Sunday of my life. 

CLARA (Counts ten shiny pennies from 
her purse into his hand): Well, you 
can have them for as long as Grand- 
mamma lives, I know. She loves to 
do nice things for people. 

Herp1: When you are bigger you will 
earn the pennies yourself. 

Perer: I will try to earn them now. 

Cuara: That’s the spirit, Peter. (Curi- 
ously) What are you going to do 
with the pennies, Peter? 

Perer: I will do nice things every day 
for my old blind Granny. I can buy 
her fine white rolls, and maybe I 
can save enough to get her a nice 
soft bed so she will sleep better at 
night, and life will be more com- 
fortable for her. 

Cxiara: You are a good boy, and I like 
you, Peter. 

Perer: I like you, too, Clara. Shake! 
(Holds out his hand and they shake. 
Tue Atm UNCLE enters.) 

Tue Atm Unc ie: So here you are, my 
little ones. Now it is time for a sur- 
prise for Heidi, isn’t it, Clara? 

Herpt (Claps her hands): Oh, I love 
surprises! 

Cuara: Yes, Heidi. In the short time 
that I have known you, you have 
done more for me than all the doctors 
in the world. See. (As THe Atm 
Uncie helps her out of the chair) 
After you left I could no longer walk 
because you were not there to help 
me. But the Alm Uncle told me I 
could walk if I tried very hard and 





wasn’t afraid, just the same as you 
did. (Walks across stage, leaning on 
Tue ALM UNCL»’s arm) 

Herp1: How wonderful! Can she come 
up the mountainside with us to- 
morrow morning, Grandfather? 

Tue Atm UnctE: Well, maybe not to- 
morrow, Heidi, or even the next day, 
but it won’t be long before she will 
be able to run and play with all of 
you, when she gets stronger and 
more sure of herself. 

Briaipa: You see, Clara, you can al- 
ways do things, if you believe you 
can, with God’s help. 

Cxiara: I am not a bit tired. At home 
I was always tired. 

Tue Aum Unctie (Briskly): It is the 
mountain air. But come now, tired 
or not tired, it is time to fill your 
stomach and I have supper all ready 
for you. We will see what goat’s 
milk and fresh eggs will do for your 
appetite. Peter, how would you and 
Brigida like to come and have sup- 
per with us? 


Perer: Oh, thank you, sir. I would 
‘like that very much, now that I am 
‘Clara’s friend. 

Brieiwa (With a curtsy): Thank you, 
too, but I think I will have to be 
getting back to Granny. She is 
waiting. 

Cuara: I feel as though I could eat a 
house, chimney and all, and as 
though I could run and jump all day. 

Tue Atm UNCLE (With mock severity): 
Back in the chair you go, young 
lady. We must take it easy at first 
and not overdo it. I think I can 
give you better fare than a house, 
even with a chimney. (Helps her 
into chair) There you go. 

Perer: May I wheel the chariot, sir? 

Tue Atm Unc ie: With the greatest of 
pleasure, Peter. (T'urns chair over to 
him) Push it carefully. Come, 
Heidi (Takes her hand), let’s be on 
our way, for Mr. Seseman and 
Clara’s Grandmamma are waiting. 
(Curtain) 

THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
Hem Finns tHe War 


Characters: 7 male; 4 female; 3 male or female; 

male and female extras as desired. 

Playing Time: 25 minutes. 

Costumes: The girls wear white blouses with 
uffed sleeves or embroidered nt 
louses, long full skirts, and white or 

striped aprons. They wear wooden shoes or 
are barefoot. Brigida wears a longer skirt 
and a bright shawl around her shoulders. 
In Scene 2, Heidi is very elaborately dressed 
in silk and velvet, with a plumed hat, long 
black stockings, and patent leather shoes. 
Clara wears a fancy silk dress, a hat with 
bright flowers, black stockings and patent 
leather shoes. Aunt Dete wears a long 
skirt, hat with a bright plume, and an 


elaborate beaded shawl. The boys wear 
white shirts, short dark trousers and heavy 
wool knee socks. They wear wooden shoes 
or are barefoot. The Alm Uncle wears 
similar clothes, but has long white hair and 
beard, and carries a heavy walking stick. 


Properties: Flute or harmonica, for a goat- 
herd; basket with cloth cover, a bundle in 
a kerchief, and book, for Heidi; letter, for 
Brigida; wheel chair, for Clara. 


Setting: A mountain pasture in Switzerland. 
There is a backdrop of mountain scenery 
rani stage is decorated with flowers and 

ushes. 


Lighting: No special effects. 





King Horn 


by Margaret C. Hall 


Characters 

Kine Horn, ruler of Scotland 
Lapy Maraaret, his betrothed 
GWYNETH 
ISABEL 
CHAMBERLAIN 
DIcKoN, @ servant 

ScENE | 

Time: Long, long ago. 

Serrinc: The throne room of King 
Horn’s castle. 

At Rise: Lapy MarGaret, ISABEL, 
and GWYNETH are seated before tall 
embroidery frames, sewing. GWYN- 
ETH is humming a tune. 

Marcarer (With a gracious smile): 
You sing as happily as a lark today, 
Gwyneth. Has some particular good 
fortune come to you, that you are 
so lighthearted? 

GwyNeEtH: Indeed, Lady Margaret, 
everyone in the castle is happy these 
days, preparing for your marriage. 
I am so excited, I cannot help 
singing. 

MarGaret: Why, how kind you are, 
Gwyneth, to be so happy for my 
sake. 

IsaBEL: The whole Scottish realm is 
rejoicing in your coming wedding, 
Lady Margaret. There is great joy 
that our brave King Horn, beloved 
of his people, is about to wed his 
cousin, the fair Margaret. That is 
what I hear everyone say, from the 
lords in the manor houses to the 
beggars in the streets. 


ladies in waiting 


GwyYNETH: It’s true, my lady. They 
all say, ‘With a king so true and 
noble and a queen so gentle and 
fair, Scotland shall be doubly blest.” 

MarcGaret: How touched and grateful 
I am that we have such loyal and 
devoted subjects. And to think ’tis 
only a week till our wedding day. 

IsaBEL: We still have much to do 
before the bridal gown is ready. 
There are many pearls to sew in 
place, and all the rooms to prepare 
for the wedding guests. 

GwynNetu: I know someone who is 
not happy about the wedding. 

MarGaret: Why, who is that? 

GwynetH (Looking around furtively 
and lowering her voice): The Lord 
Chamberlain. He goes about the 
palace scowling at everyone in 
sight, and he gives King Horn 
threatening looks and shakes his 
fist behind his back. 

IsaABEL: That is right. I have seen him 
do that, too. 

Margaret: I am distressed that our 
Chamberlain is taking the news 
with such poor grace. He has de- 
clared his love for me and sought 
my hand for several years, but I 
could not love him. I tried to refuse 
him without hurting his feelings 
too much, and I thought he was 
resigned to my betrothal to King 
Horn. I must confess I am just a 
little afraid of him. It gives me an 
uneasy feeling to be around him. 





Gwynetu: King Horn will surely 
dismiss anyone in the court who 
annoys your ladyship. (Dickon 
enters.) 

Dicxon: Lady Margaret, King Horn 
is just outside and desires to speak 
alone with you. He seems to be in a 
great hurry and says he has only 
a few minutes. 

Maraarer: Only a few minutes? I 
wonder if something is the matter. 
Thank you, Dickon. I will see the 
King. Isabel, Gwyneth, I will call 
you back later. (IsaBEL and GwyNn- 
ETH rise, curtsy and exit right, fol- 
lowed by Dickon. Kina Horn enters 
left. He is in battle dress and looks 
worried.) 

K1n@: Good morning, my dear. (Kisses 
her hand.) 

Mara@arer (Smiling): Good morning 
and welcome, my love. Dickon 


frightened me just now when he 
told me you had only a few minutes 
to spare. I hope nothing is wrong. 

Kina (Greatly troubled): Something 
is wrong, I fear. I wish I could spare 
you this sad news, Margaret. 


Maraaret: Sad news? What has 
happened, my love? 

Kina: A message has just reached me, 
calling me to France, and I must 
leave at once. 

MarGaret: Must leave at once? For 
France? But why? It is only a week 
to our wedding day. 

Kina: France is at war, and I must 
help France’s King fight against 
the heathen. 

MarGaret: Oh, my lord, do not go, 
I pray you! Let the French King 
fight his own battles. Stay home 
safe in Scotland. 


Kina: No, I cannot do that. It is not 
only my brother in France who calls 
me, but my own honor. Would you 
have me shamed? 

Marearet: No, my lord, of course I 
would not. You must go forth and 
conquer. But I tremble to know 
that you are in danger — and it is 
so near our marriage day. (Weeps) 

Kina: Do not grieve, my love. I shall 
soon come back. Come, dry your 
eyes and give me a token to carry 
with me. 

Mareoaret (Tries to smile bravely as 
she takes a jeweled ring from her 
finger): I want you to have this 
ring as a token. It is a magic ring 
that was given to me by my mother, 
who received it from a great wizard. 
The magic lies in the seven diamonds 
it bears. Read what is written 
within. 

Kina (Takes ring and peers inside. 
Reads aloud): “When these stones 
grow dim and wan, you may know 
by it my love is gone.” Ah, my lady, 
I know your true heart too well. 
These stones will never grow dim. 

MarGaAret: Of course they will not, 
my love. (CHAMBERLAIN enters. He 
gwes Kina Horn a look of hate, 
unseen, but is smiling and servile 
when he speaks. He bows low to 
Marcaret. She looks at him 
haughtily.) 

CHAMBERLAIN: Greetings, my lady. 
Sire, your ship awaits you with all 
your knights already on _ board. 
They sent a message to tell you to 
make all possible speed. 

Kine: Thank you. You may tell 
them I shall be with them in a 
moment’s time. 





CHAMBERLAIN: Yes, my lord. (CHAM- 
BERLAIN goes to exit, then pauses to 
eavesdrop. Audience can see CHAM— 
BERLAIN, but King Horn and Mar- 
GARET are not aware of his presence.) 

Kinc: Margaret, in my absence you 
must rule as Scotland’s Queen. If 
I fall in battle, you will become 
Queen in truth, for you are the 
next heir to the throne. I leave then 
my golden scepter. Rule my people 
with gentle justice till I come again. 
(He hands her his scepter.) 

Marearet: I shall do everything you 
say, but it terrifies me to think of 
your falling in battle. 

King: We must both have courage. 
I leave you also the seven laverock 
birds in their golden cage which 
now hangs in my own room. These 
birds are sweet singers. As long as 
they greet the morning with song, 
you may be sure all is well with me. 
But should they droop and be 
silent, you will know that I am 
slain and will return to my land 
and my bride no more. Guard the 
bonny birds well, and pray for my 
safe return. 

MarGarer (Concealing her emotion): 
I shall strive to be as brave as you 
and your good knights, my lord, 
and do my duty here as faithfully 
as you will do yours in France. 
(Exit Kina Horn. CHAMBERLAIN 
at other door gives a satisfied, wily 
nod and exits.) 

CURTAIN 


* * kK * 


ScEeNnzE 2 
Time: A year later. 
Serrina: Same as Scene 1. 


At Ruse: Dickon is polishing candle- 
sticks. Kina Horn enters left. He is 
dressed in beggar’s clothes. Dickon 
does not recognize him.) 

Kine: It hardly seems a full year 
since I last saw my dear native land. 
How I bless the kind fortune that 
has scattered the heathen and allows 
me to return to my own people. 
Why, isn’t that my faithful Dickon? 
Come greet me, Dickon! Have you 
forgotten your King? 

Dickxon (Dropping the candles): King 
Horn! 

Kine: Did I take you by surprise, 
Dickon? Your manner scems so 
strange. Everyone I have passed 
in the courtyard acts strangely. 
They seem to be celebrating some- 
thing, but they look unhappy. What 
is the news of the country? What 
news of the Queen? Hasten and 
tell me. 

Dicxon: Alas, my lord, I hate to be 
the one to tell you. My news brings 
joy to no true Scottish hearts. The 
Queen weds today. 

Kina (In disbelief): Queen Margaret — 
weds — today? But she was prom- 
ised to me! The diamonds in my 
magic ring have remained bright 
through all the time I was away. 
(He raises his hand to look at the 
ring and staggers back in dismay.) 
No, no, it cannot be! My eyes 
deceive me! There is no longer a 
single gleam from the magic gems. 
Every stone is as dull as a wayside 
pebble! The Queen has not been 
true to me! 

Dickxon: Yes, sire, the Queen was 
promised to you, but it is now a 
year since you sailed away with 





your gallant company to the wars 
in France. Since then nothing has 
been heard of you, and the wily 
Chamberlain has convinced the 
Lady Margaret that you and all 
your knights are dead. 

Kine: The Chamberlain? What is it 
to him. 

Dicxon: Much. It is he who weds the 
Queen today. I have always be- 
lieved he lied, to gain the Queen 
and the throne. The common people 
believe King Horn will come again 
to his own. You have not returned 
an hour too soon, sire. You must 
prevent this sad marriage, and you 
will find every true Scottish heart 
ready to welcome you, and every 
true Scottish blade ready to cut a 
way for you to your rightful throne. 

Kine: Your assurance of love and 
loyalty touches me deeply. May 
the day soon dawn that will restore 
the King to his people. Do not 
doubt that when the time comes, 
he will know how to reward his 
faithful friends, as well as how to 
punish traitors. 

Dicxon: I am sorry I did not know 
you, sire, but you are dressed like 
a beggar. 

Kine: Yes, the brave array I wore 
a year ago was destroyed long ago. 
We all came home in rags. But that 
is well, as I want to be unrecognized 
for a time. Tell me, what words 
shall I speak if I try to pass as a 
beggar? 

Dicxon: Say, “Give alms, I pray, for 
the sake of King Horn.” There is 
no name dearer to Scottish hearts 
than that of our good King. It 
never fails to fetch a gift. 


Kine: Thank you, Dickon. I think I 
see one of the ladies in waiting 
approaching now. I shall try the 
power of your plea. (GWYNETH en- 
ters and Dicxon returns to polishing 
candlesticks. Kina Horn _ bows 
humbly before Gwynetu.) An alms, 
I pray, my fair maid. 

GwyNeEtH: Out of the way, old man! 
Do you think we have time to waste 
on beggars, in the midst of prepar- 
ing for the Queen’s wedding? Dickon, 
why did you allow this man to enter 
the palace? 

Kine: But I beg an alms in the name 
of King Horn. 


Gwynetu (Kindly): Come with me 
to the kitchen, good man. For our 
dear King’s sake, who was always 
good to the needy, you shall have 
your fill today. No servant in this 
castle can refuse anything asked in 
King Horn’s name. 


Kina: Then in the name of King Horn, 
I beg you to ask the Queen to come 
here. Tell her it may be the last 
time anyone shall ask a favor of 
her in the name of King Horn. 


GwyneEtu: I shall ask her, but I know 
not if she will come. 


Kine: Not come? Has the Queen 
already forgotten King Horn? Does 
he live only in the memory of 
beggars and servants? 


GwyNetH: You wrong our Queen. It 
is the Chamberlain who is forcing 
her into this marriage. Wait here, 
and I will carry the message to her. 
(Exit GwynetH. MARGARET enters. 
Her face is pale and wan and she 
looks about to weep. At the sight of 
her, Kine Horn steps forward and 





tries to bow but he is overcome with 
emotion.) 

Kine: Lady Margaret! 

MarGaret: Poor man! He is faint with 
hunger and weariness. Dickon, run 
and bring a cup of wine. (DicKon 
runs off and returns at once with a 
large wine goblet. MARGARET takes 
it from him and holds it out to the 
Kina.) Drink this wine, and you 
will regain your strength. (Kine 
Horn drinks the wine and then drops 
the magic ring into the cup. He re- 
turns the cup to MarGaret and 
speaks in a disguised voice.) 

Kine: A wedding gift, oh Queen! 

MarGaret (Glancing at the cup): The 
ring! Where did you get this ring, 
beggarman? Did you steal it? Did 
you find it on my dead lord’s hand? 
Oh, speak to me! 

Kine! I stole it not. Neither did I 
find it on any man’s hand. It was 
given to me. 

MarGaret: It cannot be true. I do 
not believe that King Horn would 
give this ring to any man. It was 
too precious in his eyes. 

Kine (Meaningly): Madam, he no 
longer valued it after the stones 
turned dull. 

MarGarer: But they were never dull 
on his hand! They were bright and 
beautiful as long as he lived. It was 
but yesterday I promised to wed 
the Lord Chamberlain, and King 
Horn died ten long weary months 
ago. 

Kine: How do you know this, my 
lady? 

Margaret: Oh, I know by a certain 
sign. When my lord left, he gave 
me seven birds in a golden cage. 
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He told me that as long as they 
sang and were happy, I might know 
he was safe; but if they drooped 
their heads and were silent, I might 
know surely that he was slain. I 
guarded my birds so carefully, but 
scarcely a month after he left, I 
found them all dead in their cage. 
And so I knew my dear King was 
no more. (Enter CHAMBERLAIN 
proudly, dressed in kingly robes.) 

CHAMBERLAIN: Why all this crowd, 
and why are there tears in your eyes, 
my Queen? 

Maraaret: This is a beggar who bears 
news of King Horn. I have not yet 
heard his tale. Wait and hear it 
with me. 

CHAMBERLAIN (Frightened): King 
Horn! (He recovers himself and takes 
MarGaret’s hand to draw her away.) 
Come away. Do not listen to him. 
Doubtless he brings us a lying tale. 
Who heeds the words of a wandering 
beggar? 

Kine (Steps forth boldly): But you 
shall heed the words of me, your 
rightful King! 

CHAMBERLAIN (Gasping and falling 
back): King Horn! Oh, no! 

Marearet: King Horn! Is it really 
my own dear cousin? I must be in a 
dream. Is it a phantom? 

Dicxon: This is really King Horn, my 
lady. He has come home. (GwYNETH 
and IsaABEL rush in.) 

IsaBEL: It is King Horn, come home 
again! 

Gwynetu: King Horn? And I did not 
know him! I took him for a beggar- 
man. Oh, pray forgive me for speak- 
ing so harshly to you, sire. (Both 
ladies kneel to him.) 








Maraaret: I didn’t know him either, 
Gwyneth. But my dear lord, I 
thought you were dead, and had 
given up all hope. (CHAMBERLAIN 
is trying to sneak out, but Kina 
Horn spies him.) 

Kine: I believe I know the reason 
everyone has been deceived. Cham- 
berlain, I want a word with you. 
(CHAMBERLAIN shamefacedly turns 
around and comes back. He stands 
with bowed head.) Speak up, sir, 
and tell me what you have done to 
convince the Queen and my people 
of my death. 

CHAMBERLAIN (Whining): I had noth- 
ing to do with the rumor, sire. Why 
do you try to blame me? 

IsaBEL: That is not true! You swore 
to all of us that our King had fallen 
in battle. 

GwyNetu (Puts her arm around Mar- 
GARET, who is weeping): I saw the 
Chamberlain eavesdropping the day 
King Horn went away. 

Kine: Explain, villain! 

CHAMBERLAIN (Falls on his knees): 
I will confess everything. Yes, I 
have been proud and wicked. I have 
always longed for power. On the 
day that you left for France I heard 
what you told the Queen about the 
birds, and I saw a chance to gain 
the throne. I carried the birds to 
my own room and put seven dead 
birds into the golden cage. 


Marcaret: That is what convinced — 


me of your death, sire. 
Kine: What did you do then? 
CHAMBERLAIN: After long urging I 
persuaded the Queen to marry me, 
telling her that the people wanted 
a king to lead them in battle and 
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to rule over them. Once married 
to the Queen and sitting on the 
throne, I thought I could defy you 
if you returned, because you your- 
self had given her the golden scepter. 

IsaBEL: Then the seven birds are alive 
all this time in your room. 

CHAMBERLAIN: Yes, I have spoken 
the truth. Now deal with me as I 
deserve, for I am indeed a traitor. 

Kine: My Queen, you still hold the 
scepter of our land. Therefore the 
duty of judging this man falls on 
you. What is your will regarding 
him? 

MarGareT: Chamberlain, when the 
King gave the scepter into my hand, 
he urged me to rule with gentle 
justice. I therefore grant you your 
life, but I decree that you shall leave 
this court and this country forever. 

CHAMBERLAIN (Rises): Thank you, 
my lady. 

Kine: Not one more word shall you 
utter in the Queen’s presence. I 
command you to go. (The Cuam- 
BERLAIN slinks away.) 

IsaBEL: The Queen has been too 
merciful! Someone should go after 
him. 

Dickon: Sire, is that villain to remain 
unpunished? He should not escape — 
slay him! 

Kine: No, Dickon, let him go. I came 
back in time to prevent this un- 
happy marriage, and I freely forgive 
him. You will, too, Margaret, will 
you not? 

Maraaret: Surely I can be merciful 
if he who so nearly lost his throne 
can forgive his enemy. 

GwynetH: You are splendid, Lady 


Margaret! 





Kine: King Horn can never lose his 
throne while he reigns in the hearts 
of his loyal people and his Queen! 
And now, friends, let us proceed to 
the marriage. 


IsaBEL: The wedding veil is all ready. 
(IsaBEL and GwyNeETH run to a 
large wooden chest and lift out a 
magnificent bridal veil. As the curtain 
falls they are placing it on Mar- 
GARET’s head. Dicxon and Kine 
Horn watch proudly.) 

Gwynetu: This is the happiest day 
in the lives of the Scottish people. 
After all his trials and dangers, 
King Horn has arrived in time to 
marry the beautiful Queen Margaret. 


THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


Kine Horn 

Characters: 3 male; 3 female. 

Playing Time: 15 minutes. 

Costumes: Medieval court clothing. King 
Horn wears battle dress in Scene 1 an 
beggar’s clothes in Scene 2. Chamberlain 
wears appropriate court clothing in Scene 
1 and royal robes in Scene 2. Isabel and 
Gwyneth wear long flowing robes and 
flowers in their hair. Lady Margaret’s robes 
should be richer; she wears a small! crown. 

Properties: Embroidery frames for Isabel 
and Gwyneth; scepter for King Horn; 
embroidery frame, jeweled ring and bridal 
veil for Margaret; candlesticks, minstrel 
harp and wine goblet for Dickon. 

Setting: Scene 1: The throne room of Ki 
Horn’s castle. The walls are hung wi 
tapestries. At center is a richly decorated 
throne, with a scepter on it. At stage left is 
a chest containing bridal veil and at 
stage right, a table with candlesticks. 
Three chairs for Isabel, Gwyneth and 
Margaret are placed right of center stage. 
Scene 2: Same as Scene 1, except that 
chairs have been removed or placed at 
one side. 

Lighting: No special effects. 





LATTES 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
ENCHANTED, I’m SuRE 
(Play on pages 35-44) 

Characters: 4 male; 2 female. 

Playing Time: 30 minutes. 

Costumes: Ben Canny wears a conservative 
business suit and horn-rimmed glasses. 
Don Chalant wears slacks and a — 
jacket. Gilette de Rais wears a black 
and carries a large black handbag. Miss 
Chance wears a conservative dress or suit 
and glasses. The Policeman is in a uniform. 
William is in slacks, shirt and tie. 

Properties: Papers and manuscripts, for Ben; 
watches, for Ben and Don; newspa for 
William; az and two coffee cups, for Miss 
Chance; s bottle, for Gilette. 

Setting: The office of Ben Canny. There is a 
large desk to the left facing down center, a 
swivel chair behind it. Up center a small 

ine table is flanked by two office 
chairs, facing downstage. There is an exit 
up left, and to the right is the door to the 
outer office. A hatrack stands beside the 
oa right. There is a photograph on the 


Lighting: No special effects. 
Sound: An intercom buzzer. 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


Mar. Fivpert’s Cam TO FAME 
(Play on pages 13-26) 

Characters: 9 male; 5 female; as many male 
and female extras as desired. 

Playing Time: 30 minutes. 

Costumes: Modern dress. All of the princi 
are dressed in suitable street attire. Filbert 
wears & conservative topcoat and bowler. 
Elevator Attendant wears a trim jacket, 

- skirt and cap. gg work clothes. 
roperties: Watch, for Filbert; newspapers, 
for Onlookers; letter and handkerchief, for 
Sophie; wallet and identification card, for 
Bill; TV camera, cables, etc., for Crewmen; 
light measuring device, commercial card, 
for Kriner; hairpin, for Maude; make-up 
kit with creams, pencils, etc., for Make-up 
Man; purse and handkerchief, for Mrs. 
Goodbody. 

Setting: The lobby of an office building in a 
big city. Elevator with sliding door is lo- 
cated upstage center. Exits are located 
right and left. A sign, right, reads: News- 
stand — Cigar Shop. A sign, left, reads: 
Barbershop — Tailor. A e mailbox 
stands near elevator. It is a typical mail- 
box with a large slot on top for deposit of 
mail. The lobby may be as elaborate or 
simple as desired for production. 

Lighting: No special effects. 
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Part Three 


Lower Grades 





The Half Pint Cowboy 


by Helen Louise Miller 


Characters 

Cowsoy DAN 
Cowspoy DAvE 
Cowsoy SLIM 
CowsBoy SPIKE 
Cowsoy HANK 
Cowsoy CHuck 
RUvuSTLER 


Har (Pint 
LitrLe Rep Doe 
Cuter Rep Doe 
Cowsoy JIM 
Cowsoy Prre 
Cowsoy Jor 
Cowsoy BILL 
Cowsoy STEVE HusTLER 
Cowpsoy SAM BusTLER 
5 INDIAN BRAVES 


Tre: The days of the old West. 

Serrine: The Bar-X Ranch. 

At Rise: Har Pint its sitting on a 
hitching post or section of the rail 
fence. His broomstick horse is tied 
to one of the rails. A big cooking 
kettle is hung over a small campfire, 
beside which is a wooden bench with 
a water bucket, dipper, and some tin 
plates and spoons. 


Har Pint: I’m a little cowboy 
With muscles strong and tough, 
But everything I want to do 
I’m never big enough! 


I’m a little cowboy 
Pistols at my side; 

Got a little pony — 
You should see me ride! 


Got my cowboy lasso. 

I can swing it, too! 

But I’m never big enough 
For what I want to do! 
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Got my boots and saddle, 

Got a lot of stuff. 

But everything I want to do, 

I’m never big enough! (Cowsoys 
Jim, Pere, Joe, and Bru enter on 
broomstick horses. They ride in a 
circle, brandishing their guns and 
yelling a prolonged ‘‘Yippee!’’) 

Haur Prvt: Hi, pardners! 

Cowpoys: Hi, pardner! 

Har Print: Where are you going? 

Cowsoy Jm: To catch the rustlers 
who have been stealing our cattle. 

Har Print: Please take me along. 

Cowsoy Pere: Sorry, Half 
You’re not big enough. 

Haur Pint: I am so! 
enough! 

Cowsoy Jog: One of those rustlers 
might catch you and hang you on 
his belt for a watch fob. 

Cowsoy Bru: You stay here and look 
after things at the ranch. We have 
work to do. Come on, boys, let’s 
hit the trail! 

AL: Yippee! 
Cowsoys) 

Haur Print (70 audience): See! What 
did I tell you? I’m never big enough! 
(Enter Cowxsoys Sreve, Sam, Dan, 
and Daves, also on broomstick horses. 
They circle the stage, yelling and 
swinging their lariats.) Hi, pardners! 

Cowsoys: Hi, pardner! 

Har Pint: Where are you going? 


Pint. 


I am so big 


Yippee! (Exit four 





Cowsoy Steve: Out on the range to 
round up our stolen cattle. 

HaurF Print: Please take me along. 

Cowspoy Dan: Sorry, Half Pint! 
You're not big enough! 

Har Print: I am so! 
enough! 

Cowspoy Sam: One of those steers 
might take you for a blade of grass, 
and swallow you in one bite. 

Cowsoy Dave: You stay here and 
look after things at the ranch. We 
have work to do. Come on, boys, 
let’s hit the trail! 

Aut: Yippee! Yippee! 
Cowpoys) 

Har Pint (To audience): See! This 
is the way it is all the time! I’m 
just never big enough! (Cowsoys 
Sum, Sprke, Hank, and Cuuck 
enter. They circle the stage on their 


I am so big 


(Exit four 


broomstick mounts, yelling and waving 


their hats.) Hi, pardners! 

Cowpoys: Hi, pardner! 

Har Pint: Where are you going? 

Cowsoy Sum: To head off an Indian 
war party at Buckaroo Pass. 

Har Print: Please take me along. 

Cowspoy Hank: Sorry, Half Pint. 
You're not big enough! 

Hatr Pint: I am so! 
enough! 

Cowpsoy Spike: There may be fighting! 
One of those Indians might take 
your scalp. They have a special 
fancy for curly hair! 

Cowxpoy Cuuck: You stay here and 
look after things at the ranch. We 
have work to do. Come on, boys, 
let’s hit the trail! 

Aut: Yippee! Yippee! 
CowBoys) 

Hatr Print (70 audience): See! What 


I am so big 


(Exit four 
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did I tell you? I’m never big enough 
to have any fun! Well, I’ll show 
them! I’ll run away and ride the 
range all by myself. That’s what 
I’ll do. But first I’ll have to pack 
my things. (Exit Har PInt. 
LirtLE Rep Doe enters. He is hurt, 
so he crawls in, dragging one foot, 
stopping every now and then for a 
few groans and cries of “Water! 
Water!” He drags himself to the 
bench. Sees water bucket and dipper. 
Tries to get a dipper of water, but 
drops the dipper and sinks back on 
stage. Haur Pint enters with bundle 
tied in bandanna.) 

Har Pint: Now I have plenty of food, 
but I must get some water. (Sees 
LirrLeE Rep Dog) Who are you? 
How did you get here? 

LittLE Rep Doa (Moaning): Water! 
Water! 

Har Pint (Gets him a dipper of water 
and raises his head so he can drink): 
Here! Here you are! Take it easy 
or you'll choke. My goodness! You 
sure are thirsty. What is your name? 

Litre Rep Doe: Me Little Red Dog. 
Father Chief Red Dog! 

Har Print: Chief Red Dog! 

LirtLE Rep Doa (Moaning): My 
foot! It hurts! 

Haur Pint: No wonder! (Looking at 
it) You must have sprained your 
ankle. What happened? 

LitrtLE Rep Doe: Wild pony — ran 
away. I crawled in forest since 
rising sun. 

Haur Pint: You must be hungry as 
well as thirsty. And look! There’s 
a bump on your head. I know what 
to do for that! (Opens bundle, soaks 








bandanna in water and ties it around 
LirtLe Rep Doa’s head.) 

LitrLe Rep Doa: Feels good. 

Har Pint: That’s what my mother 
does when I bump my head. Now, 
you may eat my sandwiches while I 
look at your ankle. 

Litre Rep Dos (Sitting wp): Ummm! 
Good! (Gobbles a sandwich) 

Har Pint: I was going to eat this 
food when I ran away, but I’m glad 
to give it to you. (Pressing ankle) 
Does this hurt? 

LitrLe Rep Doe: Ouch! 

Har Pint: I think I can bandage it. 
Then maybe you can stand up. 
(Takes second bandanna from his 
pack) Now hold still. (Bandages 
ankle) There! Now see if you can 
stand up. 

LirrLE Rep Dog: Me try. (Bears 
weight on Haur Pint as he tries to 
stand) Ouch! 

Har Pint: Sit over here. (Helps 
Litre Rep Dog hobble to bench) 
Are you still hungry? 

LittLe Rep Doa: More food. 

Har Pint: I think there’s some stew. 
(Dips some stew from kettle on fire) 
Here. Eat this. 

LitrLe Rep Doe (Eating): Heap good 
stew! 

Har Print: Your folks will be worried 
about you. Where is your father, 
Chief Red Dog? 

LirrLe Rep Doa: Lead war party to 
Buckaroo Pass. 

Har Pint: Buckaroo Pass! 

LitrLe Rep Doa: We send smoke 
signals. He come back for Little 
Red Dog. 

Haur Pint: Do you know how to 
send smoke signals? 


LirrLE* Rep Doa: Me send plenty 
smoke signals. (Takes blanket off 
shoulders) Me got blanket — you 
got fire. 

Har Pint (Removing tripod and kettle): 
Let’s go. Think you can walk? 

LirrLeE Rep Doa: Me walk. (Hobbles 
to fire. He and Haur Print go through 
motions of sending smoke signals with 
blanket. ) 

Haur Pint: What does it say, Little 
Red Dog? 

LirrLe Rep Doa: Say Little Red Dog! 
Help! When my father see smoke 
signal, he come. 

Har Print: What about the war party? 

LitrtLte Rep Doa: War party can wait! 
Little Red Dog, Chief Red Dog’s 
only son! 

Har Print: I hope they come soon. 

LitrLE Rep Doe: They come. (Leans 
over and puts ear to ground) They 
come now. 

Har Print: How can you tell? 

LittLeE Rep Doe: Listen. 

Hatr Pint (Puts ear to ground): I 
don’t hear a thing. 

LitrLeE Rev Doa: Paleface bad ears! 
Little Dog hear horses. They come. 

Har Pint: Are they coming closer? 

LitrLeE Rep Doa: No more horses. 
They get off. Tie horses in woods. 
Come on foot. (Hnter Curer RED 
Dog with five INDIAN BRAVES.) 
My father! You have come. 

Cuter Rep Doe: I come. (Pointing 
to bandages) You hurt? Paleface do 
this? (Braves daw tomahawks and 
approach HAuF PINT.) 

LittLeE Rep Doa: No! No! Paleface 
good friend. Give Little Red Dog 
water — food — bind up ankle. 

CuieF Rep Dog: Humph! Make war 





Palefaces bad men! 

LittLteE Rep Doe: Not this paleface, 
Father. This paleface good friend 
to Little Red Dog. (Holds up plate 
of food) See — paleface shares meat 
with Little Red Dog. 

CuieF Rep Doa (Sniffing): Umm! 
Smell good! 

Hatr Pint: There’s plenty here, Chief 
Red Dog. There’s enough for you 
and your men. 

Curer Rep Doc: Humph! (To 
Braves) Sit! War party wait! (All 
sit in circle as Hau¥F Pint dishes up 
stew.) 

Att: Umm! Good! 

Cuier Rep Doe: You, Paleface Boy, 
what’s your name? 

Har Print: They call me Half Pint. 

Cuier Rep Doe: Me call you Little 
Chief Half Pint. We smoke ’em 
peace pipe. 

Hatr Print: I don’t think I know how 
to smoke a peace pipe. 

Curer Rep Doe: Watch. (Takes out 
peace pipe, pretends to light it. Draws 
a puff and passes it to Haur Print) 
Now you smoke ’em! 


on palefaces! 


Hair Pint (Smokes peace pipe with 
much choking and sputtering): What 
does that mean? 


Cuter Rep Doc: Smoke ’em peace 
pipe! No more war party! (Pointing 
to each boy) Little Red Dog, little 
Half Pint — brothers! Now we go. 
(Rises with BRAVES) 

Haur Pint (Jo Lirrte Rep Dog): I 
hope you feel better. 

LitrLe Rep Doe: Me better, brother. 
Thanks. 

Hatr Pint: Will you come and see me 
again? 
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Cuter Rep Doa: He come again soon. 
(Exit all INDIANS) 

Har Pint: I guess I won’t run away 
after all. It’s a good thing I was 
here to take care of Little Red Dog. 
I’ll take these things back to the 
bunkhouse. (As he collects his scat- 
tered belongings, three RUSTLERS 
enter. They wear masks and carry 
toy guns.) 

Rustier: Stick ’em up, buddy. 

Hustier: And don’t make a sound. 

BustLeR: We mean business! 

Har Pint: Help! Help! Who are you? 

Rustier: I told you — not a sound. 

Hustier: Reach for the sky, kid. 

Bustier: Are you alone here? 

Har Print: Yes, yes, I am all alone. 
What do you want? 

Rust.er: You'll soon find out. Maybe 
you’ve heard of us. I’m Rustler. 

Huster: I’m Hustler! 

Bustier: I’m Bustler! 

Har Pint: You're the cattle thieves. 
My pardners are looking for you 
right now. 

Rustuer: They’ll never find us. 

Hustier: Nor the cattle either. 
have them in a safe place. 

BustLer: Now we've come for the 
horses. 

Rust er: Let’s tie this kid up and go 
get them. 

Har Pint (Struggling as they try to 
tie him up): No! No! Help! Help! 
(INDIANS rush in with tomahawks. 
There is a scramble, but INDIANS grab 
Rustiers and hold them with their 
hands behind their backs.) 

Carer Rep Doc (7o Bravss): Take 
their scalps. 

Rustiers: No! No! Help! Help! 
Please save us! Save us! 


We 





Hatr Pint: No, please, Chief Red Dog. 
Don’t scalp them. My pardners 
will be home soon. 

Braves (Raising tomahawks): Scalp 
‘em! Scalp’em! Scalp’em! 

Cuter Rep Doa: Scalps belong to 
white warriors. Tie them up. 
(Braves tie prisoners’ hands behind 
their backs.) When white brothers 
come home, they take scalps. 

Haur Pint: No, they will put the 
rustlers in jail. This is the white 
man’s law. 

Curer Rep Doc: White man make 
funny law. 

Har Pint: You came back just in 
time. I thought you had gone for 
good. 

Cuter Rep Dog: Came back to make 
present. (Hands Haur Pint the 
peace pipe.) Tell Paleface Chief to 
make ready for peace pow wow. We 


smoke’em peace pipe after morning 
sun. We sign’em peace paper. No 
more war between brothers. 


Braves (Sadly): No more scalps! 

Curer Rep Dog: We follow white 
man’s law. Come, we go. (zit 
INDIANS leaving RusrLers tied up 
on the ground.) 

Ruster: Hey, let us go, kid. 

Hustter: Your cattle are safe 
Bloody Canyon. 

Bustier: We'll never bother you 
again. 

Harr Print: Nothing doing! (Enter 
Cownoys Jim, Perr, Jor and Br, 
on foot.) Hi, pardners. Look what 
I have! 

Cowsoys: The rustlers! 

Cowxnoy Jim: How did you do it, 
Half Pint? 


in 
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Cowsoy Pere: We rode all day with- 
out a trace of them. 

Cowsoy Jor: We'll have these boys 
behind bars before sundown. 

Cowsoy Bitu: How did you do it, 
Half Pint? How did you do it? 

Haur Pint: I didn’t do it. My friend, 
Chief Red Dog captured them. 

ALL: Chief Red Dog! (Enter Cowspoys 
Steve, Dan, Sam and Dave, on 
foot.) 

Har Print: Hi, pardners! 
with the cattle? 

Cowpnoy Sreve: Not a trace of them. 

Cowpoy Dan: Look! Look! The cattle 
thieves! 

Cowspoy Sam: What have you done 
with our cattle, you dogs? 

Cowsoy Dave: Where are they? 

Hair Print: The cattle are safe in 
Bloody Canyon. 

Cowsoy Jim: Half Pint captured the 
rustlers singlehanded. 

Har Pint: No, I didn’t. It was Chief 
Red Dog and his men. (Enter 
Cowsoys Sum, Hank, Spike and 
Cuuck, on foot.) 


Any luck 


Au: Half Pint, are you all right? 

Cowsoy Sum: The Indians gave us 
the slip. 

Cowsoy Hank: They never showed up 
at Buckaroo Pass. 

Cowsoy Sprke: We were afraid they 
were heading this way. 

Cowspoy Cuuck: Chief Red Dog is 
leading the war party. 

Har Pint: Not any more he isn’t! 
Chief Red Dog is our friend. (Show- 
ing peace pipe) Look, here is his 
peace pipe. He is coming tomorrow 
for a peace pow wow. 

Cowpoys: Well, I’ll be jiggered! 





Cowsoy Jim: How did a “half pint” 
like you manage to do all this? 

Cowsoy Jor: You captured the rus- 
tlers. 

Cowsoy Sam: You found our cattle. 

Cowsoy Stim: And you made peace 
with Chief Red Dog. 

Au: And you’re not as big as a pound 
of soap! 

Har Print: Little Red Dog was thrown 
from his pony. I bandaged his ankle 
and gave him food. Chief Red Dog 
was grateful. 

Cowsoy Sum: But the cattle thieves? 
What about them? 

Har Pint: They came here to steal 
our horses. Chief Red Dog and his 
men tied them up. 

Rustiers: They wanted to scalp us! 

Har Print: But I saved them for you. 

Cowsoy Cuuck (Jo Rustiers): On 
your feet! 


Rust ers: What are you going to do 
with us? 

Cowsoy Hank: Thanks to Half Pint, 
you still have your hair! 


Cowsoy Sim: We're going to turn 
you over to the sheriff! 

Har Pint: Please! Am I big enough 
to go along? 

Jim, Pere, Jon, Bru: You were big 
enough to capture these varmints. 

Sreve, Sam, Dan, Dave: You were big 
enough to find our cattle! 

Sum, Hank, Serke, Couck: You were 
big enough to stop a war! 

Au: So you’re big enough for us! 

Cowsoy Jim: From now on, pardner, 
we're going to call you Big Enough 
instead of Half Pint. How do you 
like that? 

Har Prnt: I like that fine. 

Cowpsoy Sreve: Then come along, Big 
Enough, it’s time to hit the trail! 
(HALF Print stalks his prisoners with 
his pistols as the other cowboys line 
up behind him singing refrain from 
“The Old Chisholm Trail” as the 
curtain falls.) 


THE END 





PRODUCTION NOTES 
Tue Har Pint Cowsoy 

Characters: 23 male. 

Playing Time: 15 minutes. 

Costumes: Traditional cowboy clothes and 
hats, for Cowboys. Rustlers wear black 
cowboy suits and masks. Indians wear war 
outfits and feathered headdresses. Little 
Red Dog wears Indian suit and blanket. 

Properties: Broomstick horses, guns, toma- 
hawks, peace pipe, bundle containing a 
bandanna and sandwich, tied in another 
bandanna, and guns. 

Setting: The Bar-X Ranch. Along the back 
of the stage is a rail fence. Near center stage 
is a small campfire, over which hangs a big 
cooking kettle with a spoon in it. Beside 
the fire is a wooden bench, with a water 
bucket, dipper, some tin plates and spoons 
on it. 

Lighting: No special effects. 





PRODUCTION NOTES 


THE PRINCESS AND THE PEA 
(Play on pages 45-50) 


Characters: 2 male; 7 female; as many servants 
as desired. 

Playing Time: 15 minutes. 

Costumes: All wear court costumes. 

Properties: List of names, for King; sewing 
materials, for Queen; needle with pink 
thread, pin cushion, pea, for Della; scissors, 
for Ella; quilts, mats, pillows, etc., for 
children. 

Setting: The throne room of the royal palace. 
There are three thrones: one for the King, 
one for the Queen, and one, next to the 
King’s, for Prince Peter. 

Lighting: No special effects. 

Sound: Thunder. 





The King and the Bee 


by Virginia Payne Whitworth 


Characters 

THE Lorp CHAMBERLAIN 

KinG SoLoMoNn 

THE Bee 

THE KEEPER OF THE ROYAL OINTMENT 

A PaGE 

THE QUEEN OF SHEBA 

Time: Many years ago. 

Serrinc: King Solomon’s garden. 

At Rise: Soft music of an Oriental type 
is playing, and fades as the Lorp 
CHAMBERLAIN enters. 

CHAMBERLAIN (Pompously): Make way 
for His Majesty! Make way for the 
king! Make way! Make way! 
King Solomon in all his glory enters 
the royal garden! (Kina SoLtomon 
enters. ) 

Sotomon: Peace, Lord Chamberlain! 
There is no one here. The garden 
is quite deserted. 

CHAMBERLAIN: As you will, sire. 

Sotomon: You may go. I wish to be 
left alone, to think — maybe to 
sleep a little. 

CHAMBERLAIN: To sleep — here — 
in the garden? 

Sotomon: Yes, to sleep, and perhaps to 
dream of the coming of the great 
queen from the land of Sheba. 

CHAMBERLAIN (Bowing himself out): 
I go, sire, but I shall be not far off, 
should you require me. 

Sotomon: Very well, Lord Chamber- 
lain. (Yawning) Ah, this heat! It 
makes me drowsy. (Stretching out 
on bench) The stillness is good. I 
can almost hear the flowers growing 
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in the ground. Even the bees sound 
only faintly in the distance. This 
crown is too heavy for a hot day. 
(He takes off crown and lays it on 
the ground.) There! That’s better. 
(As he closes his eyes music begins 
softly, suggesting the humming of 
bees. BEE enters, moving about in a 
sort of aimless dance. The music 
grows louder.) 

Bee: This must be the king’s garden. 
I’ve never seen so many flowers. 
(Bends over some flowers) Mmmm! 
That is very good honey. (She 
gathers some from several flowers, 
then sees Sotomon.) A human being! 
(She runs off a few steps. He does 
not move so she tiptoes back.) Is he 
asleep? (She peers into his face and 
as she bends over him her wings touch 
his face. He wakes and waves his 
hand to brush her away. Frightened, 
she strikes out with her little dagger, 
pricking his nose.) Oh! What have 
I done? I fear I have pricked his 
nose! (She runs away again.) 

SoLomon (Putting his hand to his nose 
and looking around): What is this? 
What has hurt me? Oh, my nose! 
My nose! Who’s here? 

Bee: Oh, dear, oh, dear! I’m so 
frightened! (Looks at dagger) I’ve 
broken the point of my dagger! 
(Hides behind a bush) 

Sotomon: Who speaks? I hear a little 
voice crying that she is frightened. 

BEE (Amazed): He understands me! 
No human being has ever under- 





stood me before. It must be the 
great and wise King Solomon! 

SoLomon: Step forth, creature. Name 
yourself. 

Bee (Coming forward timidly): It is 
only I, sire. One of the humblest of 
the Lord’s creatures — a honeybee. 

SoLtomon: Do not be afraid. Only tell 
me why you struck me just now. 
(Taking her arm) 

Bez: Do not kill me, sire. I did not 
mean any harm. I was curious to 
see whether you were asleep, and as 
I bent over to look, you woke very 
suddenly with a jump. When I am 
frightened or startled I always strike 
out with my little dagger — and so 
I did this time. Forgive me, your 
Majesty. 

SoLtomon: How do you know that I 
am king? See, I wear no crown. 

Bre: No, but understood my 
language. No one but the wisest of 
the wise may do that. 

SoLtomon: I was dreaming of the lovely 
Queen of Sheba, and you disturbed 
me. 

Bee: I am sorry, sire. 
let me go free! 

SoLtomon: What if I do? 

BrE: Maybe sometime I can show my 
gratitude. Maybe I can be of service 
to you, who knows? 

Sotomon (Laughing): Ho! That is very 
kind of you, little creature! Service 
to me, eh? Well, as you say, who 
knows? (Feeling his nose) Who 
knows — hmmm! Nose! The place 
is very sore, little creature, and is 
beginning to swell, I fear. 

Bre: Your Majesty, do not lock me 
up in a cage! Pray, do not keep me 
within walls and under a roof. I 


you 


Please, sire, 
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could not bear to be away from the 
bright sunshine and the free, fresh 
outdoor world. 

SoLtomon: Very well, you may go. 
(Releasing her) Remember your 
promise! (Laughing) 

Bee: Yes, sire! I thank you! You 
may count on me, sire! (She goes 
over wall.) 

SoLtomon (Clapping his hands): Ho! 
Lord Chamberlain! (Hnter Lorp 
CHAMBERLAIN, running.) 

CHAMBERLAIN: Your Majesty! Has 
anything harmed you? Where is 
your crown? Oh, here it is upon the 
ground! (Starting) Your nose! Sire! 

Sotomon (Feeling it): Is it that bad? 

CHAMBERLAIN: Your Majesty! What 
has befallen you? 

Sotomon: A little creature in gauze 
and velvet, and carrying a small 
dagger, has just been interfering 
with the royal rest. (Laughing) 

CHAMBERLAIN: May I not call in the 
doctors, your Majesty? Truly, your 
nose is becoming — shall I say — 

SoLomon: It is, indeed, Lord Chamber- 
lain, but a bit of ointment will fix 
it up. Send for some, will you? 

CHAMBERLAIN (Calling very loudly): 
Keeper of the Royal Ointment! Bid 
him come into the king’s garden! 

Sotomon: I hope I shall not frighten 
the Queen of Sheba. 

CHAMBERLAIN (Announcing): The 
Keeper of the Royal Ointment. 

KEEPER (Carrying many boxes and jars, 
enters and bows): I am the Keeper 
of the Royal Ointment, your Maj- 
esty. 

SoLtomon: Well, you should have 
something there that would help me. 

Keeper (Taking out large magnifying 





glass): May I examine your Maj- 
esty’s royal nose? 

Sotomon: Do, please. 

Keeper (After studying the nose): Ah, 
yes, just as I feared. I shall have to 
remove a small object. (Takes large 
tongs) This won’t hurt much, your 
Majesty. There! Out it comes! 
(SOLOMON, CHAMBERLAIN, and 
KEEPER all jump.) 

SoLomon: Oops! 

CHAMBERLAIN: Did you get it? 

Keeper: I did. Here is the royal 
poultice. (Places it) 

CHAMBERLAIN (Taking out bright silk 
scarf): Here is his Majesty’s silk 
kerchief to hold it in place. 

Keeper: Tie it firmly in the back. 

CHAMBERLAIN: There we are. 

Sotomon: How does it look? (Takes 
up mirror) Dear me, what a strange 
sight I am! 

CHAMBERLAIN (Placing crown on SoL- 
oMmon’s head): Your Majesty’s crown. 

SoLtomon: I don’t think that helps 
much, do you, Keeper? 

Keeper (Bowing): Your Majesty, you 
must leave the poultice on until two 
suns have set. 

Sotomon: I believe the village chil- 
dren know more about bee stings 
than you do. They simply put wet 
mud or clay on the spot and in an 
hour or so the whole matter is for- 
gotten. (Gong or trumpet) 

CHAMBERLAIN (Looking off): The 
Queen of Sheba approaches! (QUEEN 
enters, preceded by a small Paar who 
carries two enormous bouquets of 
flowers. The CHAMBERLAIN and 
Kererer knecl. SOLOMON bows. The 
QUEEN bows to him.) 

QuEEN: Hail, oh king! Your Majesty, 
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I, the Queen of Sheba, have jour- 
neyed for many days over seas and 
deserts to see for myself the great 
and wise Solomon. 

SoLtomon: I, Solomon, am 
honored, oh lovely queen! 

QUEEN (Looking curiously at Souo- 
MON’S bandaged nose): Pardon the 
question, oh king, but is your 
Majesty the victim of some illness? 

Sotomon (Touching the bandage): This? 
Nay, I am the victim of my friend 
the Keeper of the Royal Ointment. 
He insists that I keep this stupid 
poultice on until two suns have set. 
I have received a very slight injury. 

QuEEN: I see. As you have been told, 
I come here to test the great wis- 
dom of Solomon. I have heard it 
said that Solomon can always give 
the correct answer to whatever 
question is asked him. 

SoLomon: It-has been my good fortune 
to be able to solve some of the prob- 
lems puzzling my people. 

QvuEEN: Do you draw these answers 
all from the greatness of your own 
brain? 

Sotomon:I am always helped by divine 
guidance and the world around me, 
Sheba. It has taught, and will teach 
me many things. What is your 
question, oh queen? 

QueEEN: Stand forth, Page. You see 
here two bouquets of flowers, both 
colorful, both fragrant — but only 
one of them is real. The other is the 
work of one of my most skillful 
artisans. Can you tell me without 
touching them, which is the real 
one? 

CHAMBERLAIN: How beautiful they 
both are! 


deeply 





Kererer: No one could tell the dif- 
ference! 

QvuEEN: Look well, oh king. Use all 
the wisdom in your power. Call on 
all your senses save those of taste 
and touch. 

SoLtomon (Looking close): They are 
both perfect in fragrance, too, you 
say? 

QueEEN: Yes, but one is the work of 
God, and one the work of man. 

SoLtomon: Here, Lord Chamberlain, 
I command you to untie this scarf. 
I care not if the queen does gaze 
upon my nose. I must test the 
fragrance of these flowers. (CHAM- 
BERLAIN unties it.) 

Keeper: Alas! I fear the worst! 

SoLomon: You are always fearing the 
worst, Keeper. Try expecting the 
best, for a change. 

QvuEEN: Solomon is as handsome as the 


world has reported him. 
Sotomon (Bowing): Sheba is as gra- 


cious as she is beautiful. Come, 
Page, let me smell these flowers 
properly. Hm! Quite marvelous! 
Both have the fragrance of a thou- 
sand gardens, and the colors are 
nature’s own! 

CHAMBERLAIN: The king’s wisdom will 
fail him. 

Keeper: I fear so. 
loud.) 

Sotomon: Hush! What is that I hear? 
(BEE comes in.) I thought I heard 
you, little friend. What? Where 
are you going? (BEE circles around 
the two bouquets, finally pausing at 
one and burying her face deep in the 
flowers to draw out the honey.) I 
see! Isee! The little creature keeps 
her promise! Thank you, little friend! 


(Buzzing grows 


(BeE dances away; the others do not 
notice her.) This, oh queen, is the 
real bouquet. These are the honey- 
laden flowers of nature, as my little 
friend well knew. The others, 
beautiful as they are, never grew 
in the earth, but came from the 
hand of man. 

CHAMBERLAIN: Great King Solomon! 

Keeper (At the same time): How did 
he guess? 

Suesa (At the same time): Wise is he, 
indeed! 

Sotomon (Leading QuEEN to the win- 
dow): Look among my _ garden 
flowers, oh Sheba. There you will 
see the little creature who wounded 
me earlier. Now she makes amends 
by solving your riddle. 

Queen: Ah, yes, I see! The little bee 
flying from flower to flower. You 
are wise in your friendship with all 
the earth’s creatures, for even the 
tiniest can sometimes serve you. 


SoLtomon: Now may I lead you to the 
feast that is prepared for Solomon’s 
royal guest? 

CHAMBERLAIN: Make way, make way, 
for the Queen of Sheba, the royal 
guest of His Majesty, King Solomon, 
the wise! Make way! (CHAMBER- 
LAIN leads the way out followed by 
SoLoMON and QUEEN. KEEPER 
brings forth two large vases, in which 
PaGE places the bouquets of flowers. 
They go out after others. BEE re- 
enters as music grows louder, dances 
around flowers, hovers over real ones 
as the curtain falls.) 


THE END 
(Production Notes on page 96) 





The Town That Learned 


by Shirley Simon 


Characters 
GRETCHEN 
KATRIN 
Rupti 
Op MAN 
Mayor 
CouNCILMAN BRANDT 
Hans, brother to Rudi 
Berta, wife to Hans 
Frau Korr 
FRAvU SPISER 


} servant girls 


ScENE I 

Time: Long ago. 

SertinG: Village Green, at edge of town 
of Dunderville. A statue and a well 
are near center. 

At Rise: GRETCHEN and KatRIN are 
standing at well, drawing water. 
Rup enters, carrying knapsack. 

Rupr: Good-day, good wives. 

GRETCHEN (Giggling): Listen to him! 

Katrin: We are only servant girls. 
I am Katrin, and this is Gretchen. 
(GRETCHEN curtseys.) 

Rupi: I am Rudi, and no better off 
than you. You have honest jobs, 
and I have yet to find one. 

GRETCHEN: What work do you do, 
Rudi? 

Rupr: I aim to please, and I please 
easily. I do what is required of me 
and am happy in the doing. It has 
been said that I bring joy and 
laughter with me. (Leans on statue 
as he speaks.) 

GRETCHEN: Then there is no place for 
such as you in this town. 


Katrin: There is no reason for joy in 
Dunderville and no time for laughter. 

Rupt: No room for joy? No time for 
laughter? What kind of a town is 
this? 

Katrin (Looks around to make sure no 
one can overhear. Puts hand in 
front of her mouth): Sometimes it is 
called the Town of Dunderheads! 

GRETCHEN: Do you see that statue? 
(Rupr backs away from statue and 
looks at it.) That is Herman Umpher- 
dumph, the founder of the Town of 
Dunderville. He was diligent, 
thrifty and earnest, and he became 
the first mayor of the town and a 
wealthy man. 

Rup (Still looking at statue): Old Sour- 
puss, that’s what he is. Thrifty, 
nifty and shifty. (GreTCcHEN and 
Katrin laugh, then look shocked.) 

Katrin: Don’t ever let the town 
fathers hear you say that. 

Rupr: It was only a joke. Don’t you 
people ever laugh at jokes? 

GRETCHEN: Jokes! I just told you, no 
one laughs here. No one has really 
laughed in this town in fifty years. 

Rupr: Why? 

GRETCHEN: Too busy working — 
being thrifty, nif — I mean thrifty, 
diligent and earnest. 

Runt (Does cartwheel): I still can’t see 
that a bit of laughter hurt anyone. 
It stirs the blood and warms the 
heart. Well, I’m off to make my 
home with my brother. I haven’t 





seen him these past ten years and 
am getting anxious to greet him 
again. Whatever the rest of the 
town is like, I doubt that the house 
of Hans Miller lacks laughter and 
good cheer. 

Katrin: Did you say Hans Miller? 

GRETCHEN: Hans Miller is your 
brother? 

Rup: Yes, of course. 
him? 

Katrin: Hans — Hans Miller. 
is — he is — 

GRETCHEN: He is the sourest and 
stingiest of the lot! The sourest, 
stingiest, meanest one in all this 
town — 

Katrin: Of sour, stingy, mean souls. 

Rupr: I don’t believe you! (Stands 
on his hands, as if to indicate dis- 
belief and lightheartedness. Frau 


Do you know 


He 


Korr and Frav Spismr enter, carry- 
ing market baskets.) 


Frau Spiser (To 


GRETCHEN and 
Katrin): Loitering by the well 
again? Get on with you. (GRETCHEN 
and Katrin scurry off.) They’re all 
alike, those servant girls. 

Frav Korr: Yes, indeed. (OLD Man 
enters. He is tattered, dejected and 
hungry.) 

Otp Man (Looking at market baskets): 
It was a fine market day, was it not, 
good wives? 

Frau Spiser: That it was. 

Frau Korr: Yes, indeed. 

Frau Spiser (As if hesitating to admit 
that anything is really good): Though, 
truth to tell, food is becoming very 
dear. 

Frau Korr: Yes, indeed. 

Otp Man: I can almost taste the 
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goodies in your baskets. It is that 
hungry I am. 

Frau Spiser (Holding her basket to 
her): It is good that you can taste 
without eating, old man, because 
that is as close as you will come to 
this food. 

Frau Korr: Yes, indeed. (Also holds 
her basket to her) 

Otp Man: I can see that it would do 
no good to beg for a bite of food 
from either of you. (Sinks to the 
ground) I am so hungry I doubt 
whether I can go on. 

Rupt (Opens knapsack, goes to Op 
Man): Here, old man. I have a fine 
hunk of meat left from my dinner 
yesterday. Eat it and regain your 
strength. 

Otp Man: You were saving it, boy, 
for your dinner today. 

Rupr: I don’t know how you know this, 
old man, but it is no matter. My 
brother will give me a good dinner, 
of that I am certain. (Kneels and 
feeds meat to OLD Man) 

Otp Man: Ah! That was good. 

Runt (Goes to well. Brings back dipper 
of water, which he gives to OLD MAN): 
Here is water to quench your thirst. 

Otp Man (Drinks): Thank you, boy. 
Thank you. You are kind and good. 
(Rises) I feel much better now. 

Frau Spiser (Indignant): Who are 
you, young man, to be helping your- 
self to water from our well? We 
have no water to spare for the likes 
of you and the old man. 

Frau Korr: Yes, indeed. (Frau 
Spiser gives her a hard look.) I 
mean, no, indeed. (Mayor and 
CouNCILMAN BRANDT enter.) 

Frau Spiser: Good-day to you, 





Mayor, and to you, Councilman. 
Your honor, this boy has been help- 
ing himself to water from our well. 

Mayor (Shocked): Helping himself? 

CouNCILMAN Branot: To water! 

Rupr (Jmpatiently): From your well! 

Mayor: Why would you do that? 
Take water from our well? 

Rupr: To drink, sire. Why else would” 
one take water? 

Mayor: Now don’t be impudent. 

Ou_p Man: Do not scold the boy. He 
took the water for me. 

Mayor: All right, this time. 

CouncitMAN Branpt: Don’t let it 
happen again. 

Otp Man: That I won’t, because I 
am now leaving your fair (Makes 
face) city. (Goes to Rupr) For you, 
son, because you were kind to a 
poor old man, here is a little present. 
It may prove to be most valuable. 


(Reaches into coat and gives Rupi 
piccolo.) 
Runt: A piccolo! Thank you, old man. 


I do love music. (Puts piccolo to 
lips and is about to play it when 
Hans, Berra, Katrin and Gret- 
CHEN enter.) 

GRETCHEN: There he is, 
Rupt.) 

Katrin: That’s the one says he’s your 
brother. (OLD MAN ezits.) 

Frau Spiser: So that’s your brother, 
Hans Miller? A strange one he is, 
giving away his dinner. 

Mayor (Shocked): Giving away — 

CouNcILMAN Branot: His dinner! 

Frau Spiser: To a beggar. (Looks 
around, sees that OLD MAN is gone, 
shrugs) He'll need seeing to, that 
one will. 

Frau Korr: Yes, indeed. 


(Points to 
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Rupr: Brother Hans! 
toward Hans) 

Hans: Don’t you “brother Hans” me! 
(Cuffs Rup1) If you are fool enough 
to give away your dinner, you shall 
go dinnerless. 

Bertua (Whining): Don’t we have 
trouble enough, Hans Miller? Must 
we have a lout like this to feed? 

Hans (Goes to Runt, feels his arm): 
See, Bertha. He is young and 
strong as an ox. The last servant 
boy ran away this week. 

Bertua (Resigned): All right. 

Hans: Come along, Rudi. (Sees pic- 
colo, snatches it, throws it on the 
ground. Rvuopt looks longingly back, 
as if to go back for piccolo. BerTHA 
picks up piccolo.) 

Bertua: No sense in throwing it away. 
This will bring a good price some 
day. 

Hans: Come along. 
ahead of him. 
BERTHA exit.) 

Frau Spiser: That boy is lucky to 
get a home from Hans Miller. He 
gives nothing away, that one. 

Frau Korr: Yes, indeed. 

CURTAIN 


**e *& * * 


(Takes a step 


(Shoves Rupt 
Hans, Rupr and 


ScENE 2 

Time: Three months later. 

Settine: The same. 

At Rise: GRETCHEN and KATRIN are 
drawing water from the well. 

GretcHEN: Look you don’t waste the 
well water, Katrin. 

Katrin: There is plenty of water left, 
Gretchen. (Playfully pours water on 
GRETCHEN) 

GRETCHEN (Jumps out of the way and 





squeals): Oh! Watch out, clever 
Katrin. I will see the Mayor knows 
about this. 

Katrin (Hands on hips, imitating 
Frau Korr): Yes, indeed. 

GRETCHEN: I came by the cottage of 
Hans Miller, and Hans was scream- 
ing at his brother. 

Katrin: Poor Rudi! He is only skin 
and bones now, and his clothes are 
in rags. They make him work from 
dawn to dusk. 

GRETCHEN (Pushing Katrin): Shh! 
Look who is coming. (HANs and 
BErTHA enter carrying market baskets. 
They do not notice Katrin and 
GRETCHEN, who have stepped behind 
well.) 

Bertua: That was a fine idea of yours, 
husband, leaving Rudi to watch the 
roasting pig while you and I are 
out to market. A fine dinner it will 
be, too. Perhaps we had better give 
the boy a small bit of meat today. 

Hans: Don’t be foolish, woman. Gruel 
is good enough for Rudi. 


Bertua: He does do the work of three 
servants, and it is only good sense 
to see he does not lose his strength. 

Hans: Have no fear of that. Rudi can 
keep going just from the smell of 
food. 

BertHa: I can taste the piggy now, 
though it is almost an hour until 
dinner. Do you think Rudi will 
turn the pig carefully? 

Hans: You can count on that, wife. 
I told him if that pig is not done 
to a turn by the time we get back, 
I will put Aim on the spit in its 
place. He knows I would do just 
that. (Hans and Bertua evit left. 


Frau Sprser and Frau Korr enter 
right.) 

Frau Spiser: The door was open as I 
went by the Miller cottage, Frau 
Koff. The pig was on the spit, and 
the boy was tasting it! First he 
tasted the gravy — dipped his 
finger in it — he did. Then he 
actually cut off a piece! There will 
be trouble a-plenty when Hans gets 
back! 

Frau Korr (With great emphasis): Yes, 
indeed! (Frau Spiser and Frau 
KorF exit.) 

GRETCHEN: Katrin! 
Hans would really? 

Katrin: Yes, I think he would! Oh, 
Gretchen! (Girls hug each other in 
terror. Rupt runs in. He is upset 
and carries his piccolo and the curly 
tail of the pig.) 

Rupt: Good-day, Katrin and Gretchen. 
I am in trouble! I was so hungry! 
I have not had a bit of meat or 
pudding, or anything except gruel 
and water since I went to live with 
Hans. I didn’t mean to eat the pig. 
First I just tasted the gravy. (Dips 
finger in imaginary gravy, licks it) 
Then I cut off a tiny bit of piggy. 
(Goes through motions) Then another 
and another. Soon all that was 
left were the bones and this (Holds 
up tail) curly little tail. (Looks at 
tail. Eats it) Now that, too, is gone. 

Katrin: Rudi! 

GRETCHEN: Hans said — 


Rupr: I know. 
(Walks to left.) 


GRETCHEN: Not that way, 
That’s the way he went. 


Ruot: All right, Gretchen. Then this 


Do you think 


I am running away. 


Rudi. 
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(Starts off right, comes back) 


way. 
Oh-oh. 

Karrin: What’s wrong. 

Rupr: I just saw the Mayor and 
Youncilman Brandt coming down 
the road. (Starts toward left. Katrin 
goes ahead of him to look down the 
road. ) 

Katrin: Rudi! Hans and Bertha are 
coming back this way! 

Rupr (Sighs): I’m trapped, I guess. 
Well, what will be, will be. For once 
in my life I have a full stomach — 
and «Notices piccolo) my piccolo that 
I hid from Bertha. (Begins to play) 
Might as well have some music 
while we wait for doom. (As Runt 
plays, GRETCHEN and Katrin begin 
to dance. ) 

GRETCHEN: What’s happening? 
being pushed. 

Rupti (Stops playing. As he stops, 
GRETCHEN @nd KATRIN stop danc- 
ing): What do you mean you're 
being pushed? 

GRETCHEN: When you played that 
piccolo, something seemed to take 
hold of me and force me to dance. 

Katrin: I was forced to dance, too. 

Runt (As if to himself): The old man’s 
gift to me. “It may prove to be 
most valuable,” he said. Hmmm. 
I am getting an idea. (BrerTHA 
and Hans enter left with Frau 
SPISER and Frau Korr.) 

Hans: Ah, Rudi! 

Bertua (Jn shrill voice): You would 
eat up our tender little piggy, 
would you? 

Hans (Shoves her aside and advances 
toward Rup1): Let me handle him, 
Bertha. He will wish he had never 
tasted that piggy. (Goes to grab 
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Runt, but Runt begins to play piccolo 
and Hans, Berroa, FRAvU SPISER, 
Frau Korr, GRETCHEN and KATRIN 
dance.) 

Bertua (Dancing): Why are you danc- 
ing, you lummox? Is this how you 
punish your brother? 

Hans: Idiot! Can you not see that I 
must dance? Why are you dancing? 

Bertua (Twirling): I can’t stop! 

Hans (Shaking fist as he dances): 
Stop that playing! Stop, I tell you! 
(Hans tries to dance close enough to 
Rupr to grab him, but just as he 
almost reaches Rupi, Rup jumps 
away. Hans seems to be pulled in a 
circle, as by a magnet. Mayor and 
CouNciLMAN Branpr enter right.) 

BerTua: Help! Help! Make him stop! 
Arrest that fellow, Mayor. Make 
him stop playing. (Still dances) 

Hans: Hurry, hurry. (Dancing faster) 
We are tax payers. Help us! Make 
him stop! 

Mayor: Stop! (Mayor and CounciL- 
MAN Branpt advance toward Runt. 
As they come close to him, they, too, 
begin to dance.) 

CouNCILMAN BRANDT: Someone is pull- 
ing me! 

Mayor: Help! My lumbago! (Rupr 
plays a fast tune and all whirl around 
yelling “Help!” “Stop!” “We beg 
you!” Rupt now slows down and all 
dance more slowly.) 

Rupr: What will you do for me if I 
stop playing? (Plays a note or two 
after each speech, so that dancers 
must move, although slowly.) 

Hans: Anything! Anything! 

Rupt: You won’t roast me on the spit? 

Hans (Shocked): Brother Rudi! Of 





course not! 
think that? 

Rup1i: You will give me all I want to 
eat? 

Hans: Well — 

Rupr: You, Bertha, you will give me 
the keys to the larder? 

Bertua: No! I couldn’t. (Rupr plays 
faster and all dance faster.) 

Hans: For heaven’s sake, 
agree to it! 

Berna: All right! But stop! (Rupr 
slows down.) 


Whatever makes you 


Bertha, 


Rup1i: You will not make me work so 
hard? 

Hans: No! No! I will do all the work. 
You may rest and play. 

Rupr (Slows down more, finally stops 
playing): No need of that, brother. 
1 will do my fair share. (Dancers 
sink to the ground, exhausted.) 


Mayor (Rising): You know, somehow 
I feel different. 

CouNCILMAN Branot: As if that dance 
changed everything. 


Katrin: Maybe it was a magic dance. 


Rup (Holds up piccolo): Magic pic- 
colo — magic dance. 

Mayor: My first official act will be to 
(Knocks statue over) get rid of this! 

CouNcILMAN Branpt: Nuts to you, 
Herman Umpherdumph. You never 
had any fun. 

Mayor: My next official act will be 
to declare a legal holiday — for a 
picnic! 

Frau Spiser: A picnic? 
ville? 

Frau Korr: Yes, in — (Draws herself 
up. She, too, has changed.) Of 
course, a picnic, you silly woman. 
This is no longer the Town of Dun- 
derheads. 

GRreEtTcHEN: It is the Town of the Fun- 
bodies. 

Hans (Putting arm around Rvp): 
Come along, brother. You will help 
us select a plump roasting chicken 
for the picnic. 

Rupi (Looking back at audience): You 
know, I don’t believe I could eat 
a thing! (Curtain) 

THE END 


In Dunder- 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


Tue Town Tuat LEARNED 


Characters: 5 male; 5 female. 
Playing Time: 20 minutes. 


Costumes: Old fashioned, plain clothes 


The 


Mayor and Councilman wear plain, dark 


suits. 


Properties: 4 market baskets, knapsack con- 
taining meat, pig’s tail, piccolo. 

Setting: The Village Green of the town of 
Dunderville. Downstage are a well and a 


statue of a man. 


Lighting: No special effects. 





Part Four 


Radio Play 





Gulliver's Travels in Lilliput Land 


by Jonathan Swift 
Adapted by Edward Golden 


Characters 
lst BLEFUSCUDIAN 
2ND BLEFUSCUDIAN 
lst MINISTER 
2ND MINISTER 
FRm™ 
FRAM 
Bm 
BAM 


GULLIVER 
Ist MAN 
2nD MAN 
WomMAN 
CAPTAIN 
SEAMAN 
Lookout 
EMPEROR 


Music: Introductory theme. Full for 
fifteen seconds, then out. 

Crowp (Ad lib. Talking excitedly.): 
I don’t believe it! It’s nonsense! 
Don’t be silly! 


Do you think it’s 
true? (Eic.) 

Ist Man (Topping the noise): It 
couldn’t be true! It just couldn’t be! 

Woman: Of course not! Imagine — 
a race of people six inches tall! 
(Laughs) Preposterous! 

Ist Man: The book makes good read- 
ing, but I’m afraid Mr. Gulliver 
took to daydreaming all alone on 
that island! 

Crown: Several! laughs. 

2npD Man (Calling for their attention): 
Wait, good people! You’ve over- 
looked one important fact. How 
do you explain the tiny animals 
that Gulliver brought back as proof 
of his adventure? 

Woman: Have you seen them sir? 

2nD Man: Yes, I have. I was so curious 
I took the two-day coach to the 
exhibition at Gulliver’s country 


house. Cows and horses smaller 
than a baby’s fist! I couldn’t believe 
my eyes, yet there they were! 

Crowp (Ad lib): He’s as crazy as 
Gulliver. Imagine that! I’d like to 
see them. Smaller than a baby’s 
fist? (Etc.) 

Ist Man: Some kind of trickery! An 
optical illusion! 

Woman: Witchcraft! 

Crown (Ad lib. Noisily): That might 
be! I bet it’s true. Nonsense! How 
could it be? (Etc.) 

2npD Man: I’m convinced Mr. Gulliver 
is telling the truth! 

Ist Man: And I say he’s a liar or a 
madman! 

Crowp (Fade off in heated debate. Ad 
lib): Liar! Madman! I say it’s true. 
(Etc.) 

GULLIVER (Fades on laughing to him- 
self. His voice has a warm middle- 
aged quality.): Yes, thanks to the 
storm of controversy over the truth 
of my extraordinary adventures, 
my book was a _ great success. 
Gulliver’s Travels monopolized con- 
versation from the most elegant 
London salons to the cheapest dock- 
side coffee houses. A few believed; 
the majority declared me a fraud, 
and the rest would have put me in 
the mad house. (Laughs to himself 
again) Come to think of it, if any- 
one had told me that day what lay 





in store for me, I would have sworn 
he had lost his mind! It was an 
August day in the year 1699. I had 
signed onto their majesties’ ship 
The Antelope as ship’s surgeon. We 
were bearing down on the West 
Indies when a furious tropical storm 
came up at sundown. 

Sounp: Wind and rain in background. 
Hold under. 

GuLLIver: A man had been injured, 
and, after treating him, I came up 
on the bridge (Fading) to make my 
report to the captain. (Pause. He 
speaks in a young vigorous voice.) 
Seaman Hawkins is below, sir. Bad 
gash on the forehead. That big 
swell threw him against the cabin 
while they were taking in the main- 
sail. I bandaged it and left him 
asleep in the hold. 

Captain (About fifty): Fine, Gulliver, 
fine. I’m afraid Hawkins won’t be 
your only patient. I haven’t seen a 
storm this bad in thirty years at sea. 

GuLLIveR: That wind seems to be 
getting stronger. How long can she 
ride it, Captain? 

Caprain: I don’t know, Gulliver. The 
Antelope is a good ship, but an old 
one. We’ve been in uncharted waters 
for an hour. No telling what’s out 
there waiting for us. 

SeaMAN (Fading on. Out of breath): 
Excuse me, sir! The lookout, sir! 
He sees something black ahead! May 
be rocks — can’t be sure. 


SEAMEN (Off mike): Look ahead! 
Rocks! We’re headed straight for 
them! 


Captain (Excited): I see them now! 
Too late to change the course! 


(Shouting) All hands to the boats! 
(Fading) Lower away! 

Lookout (Shouting): 
ahead! Rocks! 

SeaMen (Ad lib): Help! Rocks! We'll 
be drowned! Heaven save us! Quick, 
the boats! (Hic.) 

Captain: For the love of heaven, 
hurry! Lower away! 

Lookout (Screaming): It’s too late! 
We’re on them! Help! 

SEAMEN (Ad lib): Help! Save yourself! 
We are lost! (Fic.) 

Sounp: Crash of shipwreck. 

Music: Tense, excited. Rides in on top 
of shipwreck sound, Full for fifteen 
seconds. Hold under narration. 

GULLIVER (Older voice): The ship was 
in splinters before the boats had a 
chance to touch water. On a sudden 
impulse I went over the side instead 
of scrambling for a place in one of 
the boats. The pull of the waves 
brought me out of the daze. I was 
alive and clear of the wreck! I began 
to swim, hoping that Providence, 
which had chosen to save me, would 
not leave me now. My confidence 
was rewarded. After what seemed 
an eternity, I felt my feet touching 
bottom! I half waded and half 
stumbled toward the dim outline 
of the shore. It came up at me 
suddenly, and I fell to the dry 
sand too exhausted to inspect my 
new surroundings in the dark. ‘Even 
if I have thrown myself down on 
the mouth of a voleano,” I thought, 
“T shall not move until I have slept.’’ 

Music: Full for fifteen seconds, then 
out. 

Liturputians (Ad lib. Chattering ex- 
citedly in a high-pitched tone): What 


Rocks! Dead 





a creature! Look at him! He’s as 
high as the Emperor’s palace! What 
a monster! (tc.) 

GuLuiver: A scorching sun was beat- 
ing down on my face when I opened 
my eyes again. I lay there without 
moving, trying to identify a sound, 
like the buzzing of a thousand bees, 
that droned in my ears. When I 
attempted to turn my head to find 
out where the noise was coming 
from, I found that something was 
holding me firmly by the locks of 
my hair. It pulled, at my quick jerk- 
ing movement, and (Fading) I 
cried out (Young voice) Ouch! Let 
go! Help! 

lst Mrnister: Don’t move, huge 
creature! We have you bound from 
head to toe. The slightest attempt 
to break away, and we’ll pelt you 
with sharp arrows! 

GuLutver (Older voice): Out of the 
corner of my right eye, by straining 
a little, I could see the one who 
addressed me. I refused to believe 
what I saw! In spite of the sun’s 
glare, my eyes opened wide. There, 
standing on a kind of makeshift 
platform which reached halfway 
to my shoulder was a miniature 
man, like myself in all ways save 
one — he was only six inches tall! 
In my amazement I unconsciously 
began to raise my arm (Fading) in 
order to shield my vision from the 
sun for a better look. 

Ist Minister: Ready, archers! Fire! 

Sounp: The sound of many small 
bowstrings releasing as many arrows. 

GULLIVER: Ow! Stop! I forgot myself! 
It feels like the sting of a hundred 
needles! I’ll lie still! 


Ist Minister: Very well. (Calling) 
Archers, hold off! You see, you will 
be punished if you do not obey me. 

GuLuiver (At last fully awake): Who 
are you? Where have I had the 
misfortune to be washed up? 

Ist Minister: You are in Lilliput. 
I am Chief Minister to the Emperor. 
We spotted you on the beach early 
this morning from the tall tower 
in the Royal City. 

Sounp: Trumpet call off mike. 

Ist Minister: If you are an ally of the 
Blefuscudians and have come hoping 
to demolish Lilliput for them, I am 
happy to say, “The jig is up!” We 
have squelched your nasty plot, 
and I’m sorry to report that there’s 
little hope for your life. 

GULLIVER (Getting angry): Now, wait 
a moment! I’ve never heard of your 
Blefus — your Blef — Oh, whoever 
they are! I’m an English sailor 
whose ship has been lost at sea, 
and I swam here without knowing — 

lst Minister (Interrupting rudely): 
Tell your story to the Emperor. 
Here he comes now. (As if bowing) 
Your majesty! 

GULLIVER: Two pages ascended the 
platform followed by a man dressed 
in exquisitely embroidered robes 
of red and purple and gold. On his 
head was a gold turban with red 
and purple plumes blossoming from 
the center of the headpiece. The 
emperor was no taller than his 
minister, and the pages were about 
(Fading) an inch shorter. 

Emperor (Very proud and dictatorial): 
Behold, stranger from the sea, | am 
the Emperor of Lilliput, a great 
and mighty ruler. All these people 





whom you cannot see about you 
and many more besides are my sub- 
jects. If you have come in the pay 
of the Blefuscudians — 

Ist Minister: Excuse me, majesty, 
he says he has never heard of them. 
“English,” is what he calls himself. 

Emperor: English? (Puzzled) What 
on earth is that? Well, we shall find 
out. Make a note of it. In any case, 
you, Man-Mountain, are our pris- 
oner. You will be fed and given 
drink while we prepare to take you 
to the capital city. 

GuLurver: Laughs. 

Emperor (Flustered): Why do you 
laugh such a great laugh? I could 
have your head chopped off! 

GULLIVER: Pardon me, your majesty. 
I don’t mean to be disrespectful, 
but (Still trying to repress the laugh) 
how will your little people move a 
hulk like me? 

Emperor (Lost for an answer): Well — 
Well— Minister! Engineers! Answer 
the man-mountain! 

LiturpuTians (Ad lib): Someone an- 
swer! Engineers, how can we do it? 
Let us think. (tc.) 

Emperor: Speak up! I command you 
to answer! 

ist Mrnister: If you please, your 
majesty, we can — that is — well — 

2nD Minister: There is certainly a 
way. I mean — there must be one! 
(Weakly) Mustn’t there? 

Boru Ministers: Yes, yes! 

ist Minister: It’s in the back of our 
minds. It’s just that it can’t seem to 
find its way out yet. 

2nD MINIsTER: But it will! 

Emperor: Hmph! It had better! You 
understand me? 


Boru Minsters: Oh, yes, yes! 

Emperor: Have Man-Mountain in 
the capital before nightfall. That is 
all. I must return to the palace and 
decide what we should do with him. 
If we discover that he is not a friend 
to the Blefuscudians, then perhaps 
we can put him to good use against 
them. Well, I’m on my way. (Fad- 
ing) Be sure to have him fed. 

Sounp: Trumpet call. 

GuLLIverR: When the royal party had 
disappeared down the road, I per- 
suaded the ministers to release the 
pegs which held my hair on the 
right side. While the ministers and 
engineers put their heads together 
to figure out a way of transporting 
me on my back, I turned to one 
side for a look at the crowd of citi- 
zens. It was like looking at a group 
of animated wax dolls. Occasionally 
a brave one would approach and 
touch my coat or my shoe. I would 
terrorize him with a growl and would 
laugh as he scurried back to his 
fellows. Suddenly I heard: 

Ist Minister (Off mike): We have it! 
The very way! (Fading on) Man- 
Mountain, the plans are drawn up 
for your transportation. While we 
are waiting for lumber and building 
supplies, we shall fill your stomach 
with the best of our food. The 
caravan has just arrived with heaps 
of provisions. 

GuLLiver: Thank you. My stomach 
began to rumble some time ago. 
(Older voice) They placed ladders 
at my side, and soon they were 
dropping legs of mutton, the smallest 
imaginable, into my mouth. I ate 
them, bones and all, washing them 





down with kegs of wine, each about 
the size of a thimble. Then, since I 
couldn’t take an after-dinner stroll, 
I dropped (Fading) off to sleep again. 

Sounp: Gulliver snoring in the back- 
ground. Hold under. 

Ist Minister (Whispering): Good! 
He’s fast asleep, and the supplies 
have just arrived. Heave to it, men! 

Sounp: Busy preparations. Someone 
drops a board. Gulliver snorts as if 
about to wake up. 

LiuurpuTians (Ad lib): Sh-h-h! Don’t 
awaken him! Quiet! Careful there. 
(Etc.) 

ist Minister: Careful, there, Soldier 
Bam! You’!l wake him. 

Bam (Loudly): I don’t care! I’m not 
afraid of him! 

2nD Minister: What? 

LinuipuTtians (Ad lib): How can he 
say that! He’s bragging. What a 
brave man! (Zic.) 

Bam (A young soldier): I said I’m not 
afraid of Man-Mountain! I’m a 
soldier in The Royal Lilliputian 
Army! I’ve sworn to the Emperor 
not to be afraid of anyone. (Shaking 
a Wit) And—I’m n-n-not! There! 

GULLIVER: Again snorts as if about to 
awaken. 

LiuuipuTtans (Ad lib): Sh-h-h! Quiet! 
He’s going to wake up! (Etc.) 

Bam (Petrified): W-w-well, I’m not! 
I don’t think — 

Ist Minister: You don’t have to 
pretend to us, Bam. We’re all afraid 
of him. That’s the great hoax. We 
must convince Man-Mountain that 
he’s afraid of us because we’re very 
powerful. Then it will never even 
occur to him that we’re terrified of 
him. I think it’s working so far. No 


need for heroism, Bam. Ah, you 
young soldiers are so foolhardy at 
times. Use your brains, not your 
brawn, my boy. (Fading) Come on, 
everybody, back to work! 

GuLiiver: The commotion had 
awakened me, and I heard the con- 
versation between Bam and the 
Minister. It amused me and I 
wanted very much to open my eyes 
at its conclusion but thought it 
would place poor Bam in a rather 
ridiculous situation. 

Sounp: Equipment being pushed and 
pulled. Hold under. 

LituipuTIANs (Ad lib, with much puff- 
ing and groaning): Lift up there! 
He’s so heavy. We can’t lift him! 
Yes, we can! (LHtc.) 

Gutuiver: A short time later, with 
the help of countless pulleys and all 
the available manpower, I felt my- 
self being lifted slowly but fairly 
surely onto a low wagon with at 
least two hundred wheels under it. 
They had untied me from the ground 
and now they retied me with much 
effort to the cart. Nearly five hun- 
dred horses, each half as big as a 
baby mouse, strained at the bit to 
pull me down a road barely as wide 
as myself. Lilliputians lined both 
sides of it — 

LituiputiAns: Loud cheers, off mike. 

GuLLIVER: Sending up cheers and 
waving handkerchiefs the size of 
daisy petals. Well, I was going some- 
where anyway — perhaps towards 
a way of getting back to England. 
I settled back and enjoyed my ride. 
I wasn’t in any danger; I was alive, 
and I was being fed and cared for. 
What was there to complain about? 





2ND MINisTER (Off mike): We have 
arrived! The Royal City! You — 
drivers! Go slowly under the arch! 
He’ll just fit. (Calling) Welcome, 
Man-Mountain, welcome to the 
Royal City! 

LivuiputTians: Hurrah! 
Hurrah for Man-Mountain! 

Music: Full for fifteen seconds. Then 
under narration. 

GuLLIVER: We came to a halt before 
what seemed to be the largest build- 
ing in Lilliput. There was an opening 
in the front that would just allow 
me to go in and out on all fours. The 
Chief Minister ran all the way to 
the top of this building in order to 
read to me an official proclamation 
he had received by special messenger 
from the Emperor. 

Ist Minister (Fading on): “I hereby 
declare a state of national emergency 
while I and my ministers are decid- 
ing whether Man-Mountain is an 
invader from Blefuscu or, as he 
claims, an “English” (He trips over 
the pronunciation.) sailor and a 
friend to us, able to be used against 
our ancient enemies the Blefus- 
cudians. In the meantime, Man- 
Mountain will be housed in The 
Great Temple at the gates of the 
city. Our blacksmiths have forged 
the longest and strongest chain ever 
made in Lilliput. He will be shackled 
to the wall of the temple with it. 
It will allow him to crawl in and 
out, but not to go any dangerous 
distance. Naturally, any attempt 
to break away will be treated as 
evidence that he is indeed in league 
with the Blefuscudians to over- 
throw the government of Lilliput. 


Hurrah! 
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In that event, he will be executed 
without delay. Otherwise, he may 
prove himself a valuable friend to 
Lilliput, who has certainly shown 
herself to be more than kind to him. 
By order of His Majesty, The 
Emperor.” 

Music: Full for fifteen seconds. Fade 
under narration. 

GuLLIveR: They chained me to the 
wall, provided me with a new suit 
of clothes, which required the talents 
of every tailor in the land, brought 
me thousands of tiny featherbeds 
and blankets sewn together for my 
bed, and finally left me alone, ex- 
cept for battalion of soldiers sent 
to watch over me. I slept well that 
night, and in the morning I awoke 
to find the ministers again with the 
entire army at my door. 

Music: Out. 

Ist Minister: We have come to con- 
duct a search of all your pockets, 
Man-Mountain. 

2np Minister: You must submit 
willingly to this search and agree 
to turn over all of your possessions 
to Lilliput. 

GuLuIiver: Very well, I agree. You 
will not find much of any use. Who 
is to do the looking? You? 

Ist Minister (Terrified by the idea): 
Who, I? Certainly not! One of our 
mighty soldiers. 

Soutprers (Ad lib): Oh, no! Not I! 
You do it. I won’t! (Eic.) 

2nD Minister: Come now, let’s have 
some volunteers! (Clears his throat.) 
Soldiers, I said, ‘‘Let’s have some 
volunteers!” 

ist Minister: This mission could win 
some lucky man the Medal of 





Lilliput! (Pause) I’m afraid Vl 
have to choose someone then. What 
about you, Soldier Frim? 

Frm: Not I, thank you! 

ist Minister: Soldier Fram? 

Fram: Not on your life, sir! 

Ist Minister: Oh, dear! (In a stage 
whisper to the soldiers) Where’s your 
patriotism? We’re making such fools 
of ourselves in front of Man- 
Mountain. He’ll realize that we’re 
frightened to death of him! (Aloud) 
How about you, Soldier Bim? 

Br: Sorry, sir. I appreciate your 
predicament, sir, but I’m not the 
man for the job! 

Ist Minister (Whispering): This is 
terrible! What can we do? (Aloud) 
Wait! I’ve got it! Soldier Bam! 

Bam: Y-y-yes, s-sir? 

Ist Minister (Triumphant): You 
remember a certain conversation 
that we had yesterday? You de- 
clared before all of us that you were 
not afraid of a “certain” person? 

Bam: I d-do, sir. 

Minister: Well, now is your chance 
to prove it, Bam. You are elected 
to search Man-Mountain. 

Bam (Shaking): W-w-well, I’m still 
n-not af-fraid! I’ll d-do it! 

Frm: Look! He’s shaking so hard he 
can hardly speak. 

2nD Minister: Put up the ladder! 
Soldier Bam is ready to make a 
search of Man-Mountain! Go to it, 
my boy. Good luck! 

LituipuTiAns: Good luck! Good luck, 
Bam. Brave Bam! (Eiéc.) 

GULLIVER: They placed the ladder 
against my chest. Bam stared at 
the first rung as if it were the gate- 
way to certain death. Then, brave 


little fellow that he was, he screwed 
up his courage and began to ascend 
the ladder. He was trembling so by 
the time he reached the fifth rung 
that I was sure he would fall and 
hurt himself badly. Thinking to be 
of help, and not realizing my error, 
(Fading) I reached down to pick 
him up and carry him to his desti- 
nation. 

LiuureuTiANs: Horrified screams and 
panic off mike. 

Frm: Man-Mountain is taking Bam 
in his hand! 

Br: He’ll crush him! Save him! Save 
him! 

Bam: Help! Help! Please, somebody, 
help me! 

GULLIVER (Young voice) I’m not going 
to hurt you! Listen! I’m only trying 
to help! 

Ist Minister: Archers! Open fire! 

Sounp: Arrows released. 


GULLIVER: Ouch! Stop! Those arrows 
sting! Ouch! Make them stop, Bam! 
Bam: Let me go! I’m just doing my 
duty. I can’t harm you. Let me go, 
you bully! You’re bigger than I am! 
GULLIVER: Bam, I don’t want to kill 
you. Ouch! Tell them to cease fire. 
You see—I’m not hurting you. 
I agreed to the search. I gave my 
word. Ouch! If I had wanted to kill 
you all, I could have done it easily 
by now. As you have said, I’m much 
stronger than you and all the 
Lilliputians put together. I could 
break this chain now and stamp on 
the archers with one foot and not 
one of them would be left alive. 
Ouch! But I don’t want to; I want 
to be a friend to the Lilliputians. 





Don’t you understand? Ouch! Call 
them off! 

Bam: Your words make sense, Man- 
Mountain. Why didn’t we all figure 
it out for ourselves? (Calling) Min- 
ister! Command the archers to cease 
fire. Man-Mountain is our friend. 

ist Minister (Off mike): Are you sure? 

Bam: Very sure! 

Ist Minister: Cease fire! 

GULLIVER: Whew! Those arrows are 
like the sting of the bee! I picked 
you up in my hand because I thought 
you were going to fall. 

Bam: I know, and I apologize — for 
myself and for all the Lilliputians. 
We have behaved like stupid people 
towards you. It was because we 
were afraid of you when there was 
no reason for fear. I will explain it 
to the Emperor and his ministers. 
They are still afraid of you. 

Gutuiver: Thank you, Bam. Now, 
where shall we begin the search? 

Bam: I don’t know. 

GuLLIVER: Why not let me do the 
work, now that you trust me? The 
things in my pockets are too heavy 
for you to lift anyway. 

Bam: Good enough, Man-Mountain; 
and I'll write down the name of 
each one on my tablet; that is, if 
you'll spell the names for me. 

GuLLIVER (Laughing): Agreed, Bam, 
Agreed! (Older voice) Purse and 
golden coins, hair comb, handker- 
chief, and spectacles — these of my 
possessions were removed from my 
pockets. All but the gold coins were 
unknown in Lilliput, and the size 
of these English pieces was cause 
for great amazement. Everything 
was received by the waiting throng 


90 


below with choruses of (Fading) 
“Ohs” and “Ahs.” My watch made 
a tremendous impression. 

Sounp: Watch ticking very close to mike. 
Hold under. 

LituieuT1Ans: What is that? It’s so 
noisy! It’s pure gold. (Hic.) 

Bam: How beautiful! All gold! And 
what a loud noise it makes! What is 
it? 

GuLLIVER (Young voice): We call it 
a watch in England. It tells us the 
time of day. 

Bam: What a wonderful clever country 
you are from, Man-Mountain. 

Guuutver (Laughs): Yes. (Calling) 
Look out below! I’m lowering my 
watch. It is very heavy. 

LILLIPUTIANS: Watch out! Be careful. 
How beautiful! (Eéc.) 

Bam (Excited): More, Man-Mountain! 
More exciting inventions to astonish 
us. What’s next? 

Guuuiver: My sword. Look! 

Sounpb: Sword being drawn. 

LiurpuTians: What is it? My eyes! 
Ouch, my eyes! He’s tricking us. 
(Etc.) 

Bam: I can’t see! My eyes! I’m blinded! 
Put it away, Man-Mountain! 

Ist Minister (Off mike): What are you 
doing, Man-Mountain? I can’t see! 

Gu.uiver: Forgive me, little friends. 
It is the sun shining on my sword; 
I forgot that we are out of doors. 
I’m going to drop it —far over to 
the left of you. 

Sounp: Clang of dropped sword off mike. 

GuLutiver: There! 

LiuuipuTians: That’s better. 
a relief! I can see now. (Eitc.) 

Bam: Oh-h-h! I didn’t know what 
had happened! 


What 








GuLuiver: I apologize to all of you, 
and I give you warning that the 
last of my belongings is the most 
unbelievable of them all. This — 
is what we call a pistol. 

Bam: What does it do? 

GULLIVER: It is used in war to kill 
with. I shall give you a demonstra- 
tion so that you will know enough 
to handle it with extreme care when 
I hand it over to you. It is not a 
toy, but a very dangerous weapon. 
It will make a louder noise than 
any of you have ever heard. Cover 
your ears and be prepared for it. 

Ist Minister: Wait! I forbid you in 
the name of the Emperor to give 
us any demonstration of this ma- 
chine. It’s a trick! He means to 
point it right at us! 

LituipuTiaNs: I don’t trust him. He’s 
fooling us. Watch out. Stop, Man- 
Mountain. (Zt.) 

Bam (Very angry): Minister, you 
ought to be ashamed! Didn’t we 
just see that Man-Mountain means 
us no harm; that he’s our friend? 
Here am I standing on his shoulder 
talking to him as if I had known 
him all my life! I say it’s about time 
we showed Man-Mountain that 
Lilliput accepts him as her friend! 
Let’s have. three cheers for Man- 
Mountain! 

LILLIPUTIANS: 
Hurrah! 

Ist Minister (Off mike): You are 
right, Soldier Bam. Man-Mountain 
has proved that he is no enemy of 
Lilliput. From now on you have 
our complete confidence, and I 
speak for the Emperor, I know. 
When I have told him of this after- 


Hurrah! Hurrah! 


noon’s incident, I’m sure he will 
welcome you as the trusted ally of 
our country. 

GULLIVER; My friends, I am over- 
joyed. I don’t know what to say, I — 

Bam: Never mind. We understand. 
Now, let us have the demonstration | 
of the pistol! 

LituipuTiANs: Yes, yes! Let’s see! I 
want to see the pistol. What does 
it do? (EHtce.) 

Guutiver: Here goes! Hold onto your 
hats and stick your fingers in your 
ears! Keep your eyes on that tall 
tree off to the right! Ready! Aim! 
Fire! 

Sounp: Pistol shot. 

LILLIPUTIANS (Screaming): 
Help! What is he doing? (Ftc.) 

2nD MInisTER (Off mike): Look! Where 
did the tree go to? 

Ist Minister (Off mike): It has dis- 
appeared! Where is it? 

Bam: Just a puff of smoke in its place! 
How did you do it? 

GuLLIveR: A secret powder does all 
the work. 

Ist Minister: Will you show us how 
to make it, Man-Mountain? The 
Emperor will give you anything in 
the kingdom for the secret formula. 

GuLuiver (Serious): I don’t know. 
Perhaps you are much better off 
without it. I should never have fired 
the pistol. What need have you 
to kill? 

Ist Minister (Off mike): Lift me up 
and I’ll explain. (Pause) There! Our 
enemies, the Blefuscudians whom 
you have heard us talking about, 
will soon be up in arms against us. 
Our spies in Blefuscu have warned 
us that they plan a surprise attack 


Help! 





on us very soon. They may be too 
strong for us, especially if they come 
unexpectedly. Your pistol would 
be the very thing to protect us! 

GULLIVER: I understand what you 
mean and yet — it isn’t fair for me 
to use my pistol. It would be cruel 
slaughter. No, I’ll not use the pistol, 
but I promise to defend Lilliput 
against Blefuscu, provided your 
spies are reporting the truth about 
a secret attack. 

lst Minister: How will you do it? 

GULLIVER: Leave that to me. Give 
me a chance to think about it. Come 
back this evening and bring the 
Emperor. In the meantime, check 
on the information that your spies 
have brought back. We don’t want 
to stir up any trouble (Fading) 
where there is none! 

Music: Full for fifteen seconds. Hold 
under narration. 

Guuutver (Older voice): | paced back 
and forth in front of the temple, 
racking my brain for some bloodless 
and ingenious way of preventing 
the Blefuscudians from invading 
Lilliput. The Emperor sent Bam 
with a message late in the afternoon 
which stated that beyond a reason- 
able doubt, Blefuscu was plotting 
a surprise attack on Lilliput. Sud- 
denly, while I was taking my usual 
supper of fifty legs of mutton and 
thirty kegs of wine, the perfect 
solution popped into my head, 
thanks to my naval experience. It 
was none too soon, for the Royal 
(Fading) Party drew up to my door 
a few minutes later. (Young voice 
very excited) I have it, your majesty! 
I have it! 


LituipuTiANs: Good! What’s the plan? 
Let’s hear it. (Etc.) 


Emperor: Excellent, Man-Mountain, 
Excellent! The safety of my country 
is in your hands. What is your plan? 


Gututver: I cannot explain it to you 
now, but you must believe in me. 
I swear that it will be effective. 
Tomorrow you will see it in opera- 
tion. I will need some equipment. 

Emperor: Anything, Man-Mountain, 
anything. 

Guuuitver: Have your blacksmiths 
make me fifty metal hooks; and I 
shall need a large quantity of rope — 
the widest and strongest that can 
be had. 

Emperor: You heard him, Minister. 
Take care of it immediately! 

GuLuiiver: Work as fast as possible. 
There’s no time to spare if I’m to 
leave tomorrow at dawn. 


Emperor: Everything will be here 
well before dawn, or I’ll know why 
not. I’m confused, Man-Mountain. 
I wish I knew what you intend 
to do. However, my court and I 
will be straining our eyes for a 
glimpse of the battle. We shall be 
watching from the top of High 
Mountain. 

Guuutver: Now, if your majesty will 
excuse me, I think I had better get 
some sleep. 

Emperor: Yes, of course. Oh — one 
of you soldiers remove that ridicu- 
lous chain around his ankle. No 
need of that now, eh? (Chuckles to 
himself ) 

2NnD Minister: Your majesty, I (Mut- 
ters something in the EMpEROR’s ear.) 


Emperor: Oh, yes, yes! I nearly for- 





got. (Calling) Soldier Bam! Come 
forward! 

Sounp: T'rumpet call. 

Bam (Quite awestruck): Your majesty? 

Emperor: Soldier Bam, kneel! 

Bam: Oh, your majesty, what have 
I done? 

Emperor (Amused): Don’t be fright- 
ened, lad. It was because of your 
bravery this afternoon that we 
came to understand that Man- 
Mountain is our friend. Therefore, 
I confer on you the Royal Medal of 
Lilliput, and I dub you Sir Bam of 
the Realm of Lilliput. 

LiturrputTiaAns: Wild cheers and ap- 
plause. 

Bam: I-I, Oh-h-h — (He fainis.) 

2npD MinistER: Bam! Sir Bam! Your 
majesty, Sir Bam has — fainted! 

Music: Full for fifteen seconds. Hold 
under narration. 

GULLIVER (Older voice): The rope and 
hooks arrived shortly before sunrise. 
The Chief Minister gave me careful 
directions how to swim to Blefuscu. 
I judged it to be about ten minutes 
away. I tied the equipment around 
my waist, removed my coat and 
shoes, and plunged into the bay. As 
I looked up from the water, I saw 
The Emperor, his court, his min- 
isters, and his soldiers on the summit 
of High Mountain. Bam, or rather, 
Sir Bam, was with them cheering 
and sending me good luck. 

Bam (Fade on): Good luck! Good luck! 
I wish I were going with you! 

ist Minister: He sees us, Sir Bam. 
He’s waving to us. Do. you see him, 
your majesty? 

Emperor: Yes, yes. I’m so nervous, 
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I’m making the throne shake. Look 
at it! 

Bam: He’s out over his head now. 

LiturpuTiANs: Look! I see him! There 
he goes. I wonder what he’s going 
to do. (£tc.) 

Ist Minister: The entire city is 
gathering to see Man-Mountain’s 
return. 

LituiruTiAns (Disappointed): Oh, I 
don’t see him. Where is he? We 
can’t see. (Hic.) 

2nD Minister: Oh, he’s out of sight, 
your majesty. 

Emperor (Very nervous): Now we 
must just sit and wait. The suspense 
will finish me. The future of Lilliput 
is hanging fire at this very moment. 
If only we knew what he’s doing 
over there! If only we had (Fading) 
the vaguest idea of what’s going on! 

GuLLIVER (Fading on. Breathing 
heavily as if swimming.): Better 
keep as much below the surface as 
possible. Want to surprise them. 
Well, guess I’ve come just at the 
right time. Look at all those ships — 
armed to the teeth. In a sudden 
attack, they would have crushed 
the Lilliputians in short order. 

Sounp: Clash of ships, preparing to sail, 
very far in background. 

GuLuiver: Getting close. If I can edge 
just fifty yards closer without — 

lst Buieruscup1aAn (Far off mike): 
Help! Help! Man your battle sta- 
tions, archers! On deck everyone! 
A sea monster! Out by the light- 
house! A sea monster headed this 
way! 

Sounp: An alarm bell starts to clang 
off mike. Hold under. 


Bueruscupians (Ad kb): Help! A 





monster! See it there! Help! (Etc.) 

GULLIVER (Amazed): Look at them 
swarm up from below! Hundreds 
of them! Now, for the ropes and 
hooks. If I work fast I’ll have them 
all before (Fading) they can get 
organized. 

Bueruscupians (Gradually fade on 
sounds of panic. Ad lib): Help! 
We'll all be killed! Help! We are 
lost! (Etc.) 

Ist BLEFUSCUDIAN (Hysterical): What 
is it? What can we do? It looks like 
a man, but it’s so big! We’re lost! 
We’re lost! 

2np BieFuscuDIAN (Calling): Ready, 
archers! Fire! 

lst BuieruscupiAN: The arrows do 
not harm him! He keeps darting 
underwater! Think of something 
quick or we’re ruined! What will — 

2nD BuieFruscupDIAN: Look! Look at 
what he’s doing now — putting a 
hook through the anchor hole of 
each of our ships! 

Buieruscupians (Far off mike): He’s 
catching us, too! Help! Look out! 
(Etc.) 

Ist BLEeFuscuDIAN: Now he’s tying 
a length of rope to each hook, and 
gathering the ends in his hands! 
Help! Help! 

2nD BLEFUSCUDIAN: We’re moving! 
We’re moving! All the ships are 
moving! 

BuLEeFuscupiAns (In increased panic): 
He’s taking us away! Help! Help! 
Have mercy! (Eic.) 

Ist BLEFruscupIAN: He’s dragging us 
out to sea! We’ll be drowned or 
eaten alive! (Fading) I’m going 
to jump! 

BLEFuSCUDIANS: Screams of terror, 
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fading gradually 
again. 

Gututver: No, you don’t, little man. 
There’s no need to jump. Right 
back on your ship. I don’t want 
anyone to get hurt. (Calling) Listen, 
all of you! I will not harm a hair of 
your heads. We are on our way to 
Lilliput ... 

BuieFruscupiAns: No, no! Don’t take 
us there! They’ll kill us! No! (Etc.) 

GuLuiver: Silence! 

BLEFUSCUDIANS: Don’t take us to our 
enemies! Don’t kill us! (Protests die 
down and finally disappear.) 

Gututver: The Lilliputians wish to 
make a lasting peace with you, a 
peace that will allow you to live as 
friendly neighbors in your own lands. 
You were about to launch a cruel 
invasion of Lilliput. That is why 
I have used my strength against 
you; in order to bring you to your 
senses. You deserve severe punish- 
ment, but instead we offer you a 
peace treaty with no penalties for 
your deceitfulness. Let the chief 
man among you be ready to meet 
the Emperor of Lilliput. We (Fad- 
ing) are almost there. 

LituipuTians (Fading on): Hurrah for 
Man-Mountain! Hurrah! He’s done 
it! (Ltc.) 

Emperor (Beside himself with joy): 
We’ve won the day! We’ve won! 
Bam: I knew Man-Mountain would 

do it! Listen to the cheers! 

Emperor: Imagine! He dragged the 
entire fleet here! Whoever would 
have thought of it? 

ist MintsTER: Your majesty, whoever 
in Lilliput could have done it? 

GULLIVER (Fading on): Your majesty, 


into background 








may I present to you the population 
of Blefuscu, complete with their 
Emperor and Empress, who hap- 
pened to be making a royal inspec- 
tion when I came calling. (He laughs) 

Emperor: Man-Mountain, I don’t 
know how to thank you! (Calling) 
Soldiers, escort the Blefuscudian 
royalty to the palace. Ministers, go 
with them and arrange for a peace 
council at once. We shall draw up 
a treaty today. Man-Mountain, 
what can we offer you in reward? 
The kingdom is yours! 

Gutuiver: I ask that your majesty 
draw up a treaty which will insure 
the peace which I’m sure both sides 
now want. 

Emperor: Yes, that of course. But I 
mean something for yourself. 

Guutiver (Pause): Yes, I’m afraid 
that there is something I must ask 
of you. 

Emperor: Ah, good. Well, what is it? 
It is yours for the asking. 

Guuuiver: Very well. Freedom to 
return to my own country, or at 
least your royal permission to do so. 

LiturpuTiANs (Surprised): What? To 
return to your country? You want 
to leave us? (Fic.) 

Emperor: Man-Mountain, what will 
we do without you? It has only 
been a few days, but you have al- 
ready settled yourself in the heart 
of Lilliput. 

Guuuiiver: You have no need to fear 
your ancient enemies now. I am of 
no use to you any longer, and I 
ache for the sight of England once 
more. 

Emperor: I cannot say that I do not 
understand. We would all feel the 


same way away from Lilliput in a 
strange land. I give you my per- 
mission gladly. How may we help 
you to get back home? 

GuLuiver: I must have a long boat 
to put out to sea. That will require 
the services of your ship-builders 
and all available labor for about 
two days. I hope to attract the 
attention of a passing frigate on the 
high seas. 

Emperor: The entire kingdom is at 
your command. Take whatever and 
whomever you need. Now, I must 
be off to the peace council. Keep me 
posted (Fading) on the building 
progress. 

Gutuiver: I shall, your majesty; and, 
thank you! 

Sounp: T'rumpet call 

Bam: Man-Mountain. 

GULLIVER: What is it, Sir Bam? 

Bam: Oh, you don’t have to call me 
“Sir.” I wish to be the first to 
volunteer for building. 

Gu.tuiver (Laughing): You shall be 
my “special” assistant! 

Bam (Thrilled): Really, Man-Moun- 
tain? (Suddenly calling) Well, come 
on, the rest of you. Don’t just stand 
there! Who is with Man-Mountain? 
Who will help him build his boat? 

LinurrvTiaANns: I'll help! I'll help! Let’s 
build it! Come on. (Ad lib comments, 
gradually growing into a great chorus.) 

Music: Full for fifteen seconds. Then 
hold under. 

GULLIVER (Older voice): And so at last 
it was coming to an end, this strange 
adventure of mine. Three hundred 
and fifty men worked two whole 
days and nights, and turned out as 
seaworthy a craft as any I’ve ever 





seen. They loaded the boat with 
choice provisions, enough for days 
at sea. I asked them to put on board 
a collection of their tiny animals 
and some of their tools as proof 
that there really exists such a place 
as Lilliput. I had thought that I 
would have little regret about leav- 
ing Lilliput until the hour of my 
departure, cool midsummer morn- 
ing at sunrise. I had said farewell 
to everyone — 
LinuipuTiANs: Good-bye, Man-Moun- 
tain. Take care. Good luck. (Etc.) 
GuLuiver: And I stood waving to the 
crowd on the shore as I waded out 
to the boat. I was just about to step 
into it, when I saw a figure at the 
edge of the water. I went back 
(Fading) toward the beach. 

GuLLIvER (Fading on): Bam! What 
is it? 


Bam: One thing before you leave us 
forever, Man-Mountain. I’ll never 
forget that it was you who gave me 
the chance to prove my courage. I 
want you to have this. 

GULLIVER: Your medal — the Royal 


Medal of Lilliput! The one the 
Emperor gave you! I couldn’t take 
it, Bam. It’s yours. You won it. 

Bam: Keep it, Man-Mountain, to 
remember me by —to remember 
all of us by. Please, Man-Mountain, 
please! 

Guuutiver: I will, Bam, I will. I’m 
honored to have such a soldier’s 
medal. 

Bam: Will you tell your people all 
about us? 

Music: Sneak in behind scene. Hold 
under. 

Guutuiver: Of course. (Musing) I 
wonder — will they believe me? 
Bam: You have the animals to prove it. 
GULLIVER: That’s true, Bam, but for 
some people, seeing isn’t believing. 
Well, I must set sail or I’ll lose the 
tide. (Fading) Goodbye, Bam! Wish 

me luck! 

Bam: I’ll watch until you’re past the 
horizon. Goodbye, Man-Mountain! 
(Fading) Never forget us! Goodbye! 

Music: Final theme, in full until finish. 


THE END 
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PRODUCTION NOTES 


Tue KING AND THE BEE 
(Play on pages 73-76) 


Characters: 4 male; 2 female. 

Playing Time: 10 minutes. 

Costumes: Colorful, oriental costumes. The 
men wear long robes with wide belts, heavy 
necklaces, and turbans. The King has a 
crown. The Keeper may have a slightly 
humorous touch, such as a long, curved 
feather. The Queen may wear full Turkish 
trousers and a filmy veil or scarf held in 
place by a small crown or circlet. The Bee 
may wear a black and yellow tunic, dark 
stockings, a glittering cap with antennae, 
and cellophane wings. 

Properties: Cardboard dagger, several jars or 
boxes, a large magnifying glass, a pair of 


tongs or large tweezers, a roll of bandage, a 
scarf, and two bouquets of artificial flowers. 

Setting: The garden of King Solomon. A long, 
low wall with many brightly colored flowers 
is in the back. In front of it is a long bench 
draped with a rich, oriental fabric. There 
may be trees, shrubs, etc. 


Sound Effects: During the Bee’s scenes there 
should be a continuous low buzzing sound, 
or the very soft playing of a record, such as 
“Flight of the Bumblebee.” A trumpet or 
gong may announce the coming of the 
Queen. 


Lighting: No special effects. 
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% PLAYS FOR SPECIAL DAYS *®% 
* in January and February * 


In addition to the plays for holidays and special occasions in this issue, ok’ 
subscribers may also obtain plays from previous issues: 


* * 
January 1 — New Year's Day 


Junior and Senior High Lower Grades 
FATHER OF THE YEAR Docror Time's Orricr 
Harry New YEAR Out o 1E CLO¢ 


kK 
LELUC nt New YEAR 
Middle Grades : 
Tue Best YEAR Radio 
Boy witn A Furure THe LAauRENCE Boy 


February 12th — Lincoln's Birthday 
Junior and Senior High Middle Grades 


Goop EnouGu ror LINCOLN ME Y FOR LINCOLN 

Brno Up tue Nation's Wounpbs Honest Ape LINCOLN 

Tue Lincotn CuPpBoOARD Mr. Lincoin's BEARD 

Bonpbs or AFFECTION Ase Buys A BARREL 

I'hu Eat My Har A Fesruary FaiLture 

Mr. A. LincoLn Bonny AND THE LINCOLN SPEEC! 
With Matice Towarps None Tue Lincotn Coat 

G ror GETTYSBURG Ape's Winkin’ Eye 

Tue Names He Lovep to Hear Tue Lincotn Umpre ta (All-Gir 
Tue Boy Aner Living Up To LincoLn 

First Sorrow A Lincotn Museum 

FesprRuary FRENZY 

Tue Lincotn Heart Lower Grades 

Pin-up Pars (All-Girl) Ase Lincotn Goes To ScHuootr 
Tue Missine Linc Famous NICKNAME 

Guiory Roap LINCOLN REMINDERS 


February 14th — Valentine's Day 


Junior and Senior High New Hearts ror OLp 
Heart THrops Have A Heart ” 
Cupp on THE Loose Wua - No Hearts 
Happy VALENTINE’s Day THE VALENTINE Box (Skit 
To My VALENTINE Cur 3 AND HEARTS 
Cupip AND COMPANY Lower Grades 
Say Ir With Flowers Tue VALENTINE TREE 
A CHANGE or Hearts CRossPATCH AND CupID 
Miss LONELYHEART Tue SToten Heart (All-Girl) 

Somesopy's VALENTINE 

Middle Grades Tue VALENTINE FAMILY 
Tue Tree or Hearts VALENTINE SALE 
A Kinpty Heart VALENTINE’S Day 


February 22nd — Washington's Birthday 


Junior and Senior High Ex ss TO VALLEY Force 
THANKS TO GeorGe WASHINGTON WasiincTon Marcues ON 
Jump ror Groroe Ler Groreg Do It 
Tue Best Pouicy A Dist or GREEN Pras 
Baxe a Cuerry Pie A | & FOR GEORGE WASHINGTON 
Pry-vp Pats (All-Girl) Bersy Ross 7 
A Date with WaAsHINGTON Marti Wasnineton’s Sp1 , 
SAUSAGES AND GENERAL WASHINGTON Vautey Forer Was Never Like Tus 
FEBRUARY FRENzY KI 
Tue Wasninoctons Stepr Here 
PRELUDE TO VicTrorRY Lower Grades 
Fires at VALLEY Force Wasutneton's Leapine Lapy 
Tue Bor Wao Countp Nor Te tt A Lig 
Middle Grades Tue STARS AND STrRiPEs 
Tue WASHINGTON SHILLING Visiror TO Mount VERNON 
Crecity ENTERTAINS THE ENEMY Grorce WasHIneton Comes TO TOWN 
Enter Greorce WASHINGTON Tus New WasHINGTON 





Any of these plays from past issues of our magazine, as well as those in the current 
issue, may be produced royalty-free by subscribers. Single copies of individual plays 
may be purchased by current subscribers only for 25c each (50c to nonsubscribers). 
When ordering scripts, please give name under which subscription is listed. Other- 
wise, regular price of 50c per copy will be charged. To eliminate bookkeeping, we sug- 
gest that payment accompany playbook orders, especially for small quantities. 
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Just Published! 
Gold Medal Plays for Holidays* 


by Heven Louise MILLER 


These 30 dramas covering major and 
minor holidays throughout the year 
will delight young players and enter- 
tain their audiences. There is a wide 
variety of themes, characters, and set- 
tings in these exciting new plays. Easy 
to produce. 


Lower and Middle Grades 432 pages; $4.75 


Radio Plays from Shakespeare* 
by Lewy OLFson 


Ten of Shakespeare’s most famous 
comedies and tragedies have been ex- 
pertly adapted for half-hour radio pres- 
entation. Included are: A Midsummer 
Night's Dream, The Taming of the Shrew, 
Much Ado About Nothing, As You Like 
It, The Tempest, Romeo and Juliet, Julius 
Caesar, Hamlet, King Lear, and Macbeth. 
Plays may be read aloud with or without 
a dummy microphone, or acted out in 
a studio. 


Junior and Senior High 193 pages; $3.75 


A Treasury of Christmas Plays* 
edited by Sytvia E. KAMERMAN 


Young actors everywhere will welcome 
these 40 traditional and modern one-act 
Christmas plays. Entertaining comedies, 
dramatizations of the Christmas Story, 
legends, and fantasies are included here 
to meet the perennial demand for new 
plays that make real the meaning and 
message of Christmas. The plays are 
arranged by age groups and offer a wide 
choice of material. 


Lower Grades through Senior High 
509 pages; $5.00 








Previously published and still popular! 
Teen-Ace Piays ror ALL Occasions* 


Hark and McQueen $5.00 
Hourpay Puays ror LitrLe PLayers* 
Newman $4. 





" PLAYS, 


Book Collections of 
Royalty-Free Plays for Young People 


STANDARD CLOTHBOUND EDITIONS 


-— Previously published and still popular! 


RouND-THE-YEAR PLAYS FOR CHILDREN” 
$3.50 


BLuE-RIBBON PLAYS FOR GRADUATION® 
Kamerman 


Four-StTar Puiays ror Boys** 


Burack $3.50 
PrizE PLays ror TEEN-AGERS** 

Miller $5.00 
MELODRAMAS AND FARCES FOR YOUNG 

AcTors** 

Dias $4.00 
Rapio Puiays or Famous Storiges** 

Olfson $3.75 
Mystery PLays ror YOUNG PEOPLE” 

Murray 
Patriotic PLAys AND PRoGRAMS** 

Fisher and Rabe $4.00 
JuNIoR Piays FoR ALL Occasions** 

Hark and McQueen $5.00 
BivsE-Ripson Piays For GIRLS” 

Kamerman $4.00 
Unrrep Nations PLays AND ProGcRams** 

Fisher and Rabe $3.75 
Sort Piays ror AuuL-Boy Casts** 

Howard $3.00 
HEALTH AND SaFety Pxiays AND Pro- 


GRAMS** 
Fisher $3.75 
One-Act Piays ror ALL-Giru Casts** 
Paradis 


TWwENTy-Five Piays ror Houipays** 
Hark and McQueen $4.00 


Houimay ProGRAMS FOR Boys AND GIRLS** 
Fisher $3.7 


Litr.Le Piays ror LirrLe PLAYEeRs** 

Kamerman $3.50 
Houipay Piays ror TEEN-AGERS** 

Miller $4.00 
CurRISTMAS Plays FoR YounG Actors** 

Burack $3.50 
Rapio Piays ror YOUNG PEoPLE** 

Hackett $3.75 
100 PLays ror CHILDREN ** 

Burack $5.00 
On STAGE ror TEEN-AGERS** 

Miller $4.00 
CAREER PLAys FoR YOUNG PEOPLE*Y 

Richmond $3.75 


SpEctAL Piays ror SpecraL Days** 


Hark and McQueen $3.75 

















*Listed in the Booklist of the A.L.A. 
wWilson Standard Catalog Cards Available. 


ENC., Publishers, 8 Arlington St., Boston 16, Mass. 





